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H  Sonnet 

The  pine  trees  were  my  orchestra  divine, 

The  streamlets  tuned  their  forks  for  me, 
The  birds  were  erstwhile  choristers  of  mine, 

The  hills  my  never  ending  symphony. 
The  organ  voice  of  God  was  in  the  seas, 

And  nocturnes  murmured  in  the  summer  rain — 
My  song-companions  once,  were  all  of  these, 

And  now  they  call  on  me  to  sing  again. 

And  so  I'll  sing  a  song  of  God's  own  sun 
Which  mellows  out  the  cool  autumnal  air, 

Of  music  where  the  winding  waters  run, 
Of  bleating  sheep  and  shepherd  lad  so  fair, 

And  of  a  heart  which  oft  is  torn  by  one 

"With  laughing  eyes,  rose  lips,  and  twilight  hair. 
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Zbe  tavern 

Below  the  high  hill's  crest, 
"I'll  keep  a  little  tavern 
Wherein  all  grey-eyed  people 

May  sit  them  down  and  rest. ' ' — Millay. 

SILVER-GREY  little  house  stands  just  below  the 
brow  of  the  hill,  weathered  by  fogs  and  winds 
blowing  in  from  the  sea.  Twilight  is  beginning 
to  fall  and  the  lights  in  the  house  shine  out 
brightly  over  the  hard,  rutted  road  in  front.  The  wind 
catches  the  old  sign  hanging  in  front  and  swings  it  back  and 
forth  with  a  squeaking  sound.  Big,  grey  letters  on  it,  some- 
what rakishly  tilted,  announce  the  little  tavern's  name,  "Pour 
les  Yeux  Gris. "  There  is  a  sea  breeze  now  and  a  chilly  fog 
that  makes  the  cold  creep  up  one's  sleeve. 

But  inside  it  is  Madamoiselle  Gabrielle's  tavern,  where  only 
those  with  true  grey  eyes  may  enter.  A  cheery  fire  crackles 
and  flares  up  as  one  big  log  burns  and  topples  sideways.  Two 
high-backed  benches  face  each  other  beside  the  hearth.  On 
one  sits  a  grey-eyed  sea  captain,  a  steady  frequenter  from  the 
nearby  coast  town ;  he  is  jolly  and  voluble,  his  tongue  loosened 
by  the  mellow  ale.  Next  to  him  is  an  intellectual  young  man 
who  has  heard  of  Madamoiselle  Gabrielle's  tavern,  and  trav- 
elled far  in  search  of  an  interesting  story.  His  eyes  too,  by 
good  luck,  are  somewhat  grey.  Opposite  are  a  sweet-faced  old 
lady  and  her  son,  who  follows  Mademoiselle 's  every  move  with 
wistful  eyes.  On  the  long  table  between,  finished  plates  have 
been  pushed  aside,  and  there  are  big  silver  and  earthenware 
mugs  filled  to  the  brim. 

"But  why  is  the  tavern  only  for  grey-eyed  people?"  the 
intellectual  young  man  asks  eagerly  at  the  first  pause  in  the 
Captain's  graphic  if  somewhat  incoherent  tale. 
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Madamoiselle  Gabrielle  shrugs  her  shoulders  characteristi- 
cally.   ' '  Because  I  wish  it  so ;  it  is  grey  eyes  that  I  love,  grey 
eyes  that  are  truest:  and  prehaps — "  she  smiles, 
"All  the   good  I  know 
Was  taught  me  out  of  two  grey  eyes 
A  long  time  ago. ' ' 

"Ah — not  so  very  long  ago,  Madamoiselle,"  says  the  son 
of  the  charming  old  lady,  and  he  looks  at  her  bright  brown 
eyes,  her  dainty  hands,  her  mouth  which  can  smile  so  in- 
triguingly. 

But  Madamoiselle  does  not  permit  anything  personal,  and 
she  turns  away  with  a  frown,  then  gets  up  and  refills  the  mugs. 
She  brings  out  an  old  much-used  guitar,  and  sings  some  quaint 
old  songs,  "Sur  le  Port  d'  Avignon,"  "Le  Bergere"  and 
something  about  a  shepherdess  selling  kisses  for  sheep.  And 
very  charming  she  looks  with  her  face  flushed,  and  her  eyes 
sparkling. 

But  the  fire  has  died  to  glowing  embers  and,  one  by  one,  the 
company  departs— the  sea  captain  with  a  bang  of  the  door 
and  a  rush  of  cold  wind  from  without,  the  intellectual  young 
man  after  a  graceful  goodnight ;  and  last  of  all  the  sweet-faced 
old  lady  and  her  son  bid  Madamoiselle  goodbye  as  she  stands 
beside  her  dying  fire.  The  latch  has  clicked  for  the  last  time 
and  Madamoiselle  hears  the  crunch  of  the  dry  earth  under 
their  feet  as  they  walk  away.  She  stands  for  a  moment,  look- 
ing down  at  the  coals  thoughtfully. 

Suddenly  there  is  a  sound  in  the  room  and  she  turns  quickly 
to  find  that  the  son  of  the  charming  mother  has  come  back. 
He  moves  close  to  her  and  speaks  rapidly  in  a  low  voice. 
Madamoiselle  draws  away,  but  something  in  his  eyes,  dusky 
grey  and  black-lashed  force  hers  to  meet  them.  And  then — 
Madamoiselle  frowns  no  longer,  he  has  kissed  her. 

Now  the  little  grey  tavern  still  stands  there ;  the  sign  creaks 
rustily  on  its  hinges,  and  the  paint  has  worn  off  till  one  can 
see  only  the  faded  end  of  ' '  eux  gris ; "  no  cheery  light  shines 
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out  at  twilight  across  the  rutted  road.  If  one  goes  up  and 
peeps  between  the  broken  window  panes,  one  sees  only  a  cob- 
webbed  room,  empty  and  comfortless.  For  Madamoiselle  Ga- 
brielle  with  her  sparkling  vivacity  and  her  fanciful  whimsy 
has  gone  away,  and  there  is  none  to  take  her  place. 

Truth  is  beauty,  they  say, 

Perhaps — 

I  once  thought  you  were  true. 

He's  a  fool  who  puts  trust 

In  an  eye  that  laughs 

And  lips 

That  belie  the  eye. 

Though  the  lips  be  touched 

With  the  sun's  warm  red 

And  burn  with  a  passion  as  fierce 

And  the  eye  be  soft 

As  the  twilight  hush. 

If  the  soul  be  not 

What  matter  the  light? 

But  I  blame  you  not — 

How  can  I 

When  there  is  no  fault? 

Tis  Fate  that  mocks 

The  monarch 

On  his  throne — that  claims 

The  hour  when  the  dew  must  die 

And  the  rainbow  melt 

In  the  mist. 

But,  oh,  my  love 

That  once  did  love 

You  have  taught  me  this  at  least, 

Though  truth  be  beauty 

For  so  they  say — 

Beauty 

May  not  be  truth. 
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PLACE  designed  primarily  for  adventure,  almost 
never  without  crises  and  always  being  sharply 
accented  by  events  begun  or  ended — a  place  not 
of  negation  but  of  articulation — Monte  Carlo  holds 
firmly  its  little  spot  of  incomparable  natural  beauty  and  cries 
out  its  fame  from  one  end  of  the  world  to  the  other.  It  has 
had  the  power  of  arousing  some  sort  of  emotion  in  many 
different  people  under  many  different  circumstances.  There 
are  those  who  are  waiting  there  now  for  something,  those  who 
ended  their  interests  in  it  with  the  cemetery,  those — rare  for- 
tunates — who  went  there  once  and  came  away  satisfied.  To 
the  American  girl  and  boy  sitting  together  on  that  August 
afternoon  in  the  dim,  stately  hall  outside  the  ' '  rooms ' '  it  had 
become  suddenly  a  large  excresence  on  the  earth's  surface 
composed  entirely  of  gall  and  wormwood. 

Though  the  girl,  twenty  minutes  earlier,  had  furtively 
dropped  her  skirt  two  inches  by  means  of  a  safety  pin,  and 
though  the  boy  boasted  the  first,  vague,  foreshadowings  of  a 
mustache,  something  in  the  faces  of  both  belied  instantly  and 
irrefutably  any  assumption  their  being  of  age;  and  that,  you 
know,  is  an  essential  at  Monte  Carlo.  They  were  both  quite 
angry  with  the  flary  and  petulant  angriness  of  youth. 

When  Susan  Campbell,  who  had  come  over  from  Nice  that 
afternoon  with  her  uncle,  had  reached  the  door  of  the  Casino 
and  had  been  asked  her  age  by  the  official  there  she  had  re- 
plied promptly  and  matter-of-factly,  "twenty-two."  The 
official  looked  at  her  once,  rather  gently  and  said,  "It  is  im- 
possible for  Mile,  to  enter."  Close  on  her  footsteps  had  come 
George  Taylor  Gaines,  Jr.,  a  former  occupant  of  the  same 
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bus  from  Nice,  a  little  wistful  around  the  eyes  but  ready  with 
his  answer.  And  he — George  Taylor — had  been  laughed  at. 
The  moment  which  followed  may  be  added  to  the  Crises 
Record  of  Monaco.  Stars  and  worlds  and  bijou  architecture 
spun  and  clashed  together  in  red,  illimitable  spaces. 

But  groups  of  inconsequential  French  people  were  passing 
in ;  others  were  coming.  Susan  had  heard  the  guard  who  stood 
just  inside  say  suavely,  "Mile,  and  Monsieur — may  go  into 
the  waiting  room  if  they  like;"  she  had  flamed  up,  "Yes! 
And  wait  till  they're  older,  no  doubt!" 

"And  someday,"  had  supplied  the  friendly,  near-at-hand 
voice  of  George,  "perhaps  they'll  put  up  a  game  of  dominoes 
to  amuse  'les  enfants'." 

So  it  had  all  happened  in  a  thundering  and  unforeseen 
crash.  Susan's  uncle  had  left  her  outside  the  sacred  portals 
with  words  of  condolence,  not  untempered  by  a  mild  amuse- 
ment, and  a  promise  not  to  be  long.  It  was  only  natural  that, 
while  around  the  tables  in  one  of  the  most  famous  rooms  in 
the  world,  drama  was  curveting  and  splashing,  the  two  per- 
sons thus  thrown  together  by  a  common  injustice  should  have 
somehow  introduced  themselves  and  gone  towards  a  divan. 

There  they  were  still.  The  girl  was  continuing  what  had 
been  a  vehement  burst  of  indignation: 

"It  isn't  as  if  it  could  hurt  you,"  she  protested,  "and  sup- 
pose it  did  ?  What  business  is  it  of  theirs  ?  I  don 't  see  what 
right  they  have  to  control  things  so.  If  we  choose  to  come 
here  the  rest  is  our  lookout,  and  heaven  knows  there  can't  be 
anything  very  vicious  or  dangerous  inside.  If  we  checked  our 
money  outside  why  couldn  't  we  go  in  with  guards  and  porters 
and  chaperones  and  families  and  see  it?" 

"I'd  like  to  just  tell  them  what  I  think  of  their  darn  rot" 
said  the  boy.     "It  would  do  them  good  to  know." 

"All  my  life  I've  wanted  to  come  here — and  now — " 
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"Wish  I  knew  where  the  back  door  was.  I'd  crawl  in 
through  the  pantry  window." 

"Why,  I  wouldn't  even  give  them  the  satisfaction  of  know- 
ing I  wanted  to  see  their  old  place  that  badly." 

The  boy  gave  the  general  impression  of  restraining  him- 
self nobly  in  the  presence  of  a  lady  and  simply  exclaimed, 
"What  do  they  think  we  are  anyhow — babies ?    I'll  swear — " 

"No,"  answered  Susan.  "Babies  don't  have  to  be  taken 
care  of  like  'the  young  people'." 

"Say,  look  here  now — what's  this  idea  of  being  older  any- 
how ?  I  won 't  know  any  more  in  another  year  than  I  do  now, 
or  be  any  different." 

"This  is  the  way  it  is  though.  After  you  get  to  be  a  cer- 
tain age  everybody  is  all  classed  together  as  grown  up  and 
are  regular  people  with  regular  rights  and  can't  be  dictated 
to  by  other  people  without  knowing  the  reason.  But  up  till 
then  you  are  just  'young'  and  the  grown  people  may  smile 
at  you  if  they  like  and  never  have  to  explain  anything  or 
answer  questions  unless  they  want  to.  Do  you  see  what  I 
mean  ? ' ' 

Susan's  little  face  under  the  soft  blue  sport  hat  grew  in- 
tense and  serious.  It  was  a  face  generally  called  ' '  cute, ' '  with 
the  amendment  by  those  who  knew  her  best  that ' '  you  'd  never 
guess  she  had  lots  of  sense  and  set  ideas."  She  was  an  at- 
tractive figure  in  her  white  wool  shirt  and  bright  sweater  and 
it  is  almost  surprising  that  George  Gaines,  tall,  firmly  knit 
and  clear-out  of  feature,  became  so  absorbed  in  abstractions 
about  the  younger  generation. 

An  orchestra  was  playing  somewhere;  a  few  stray  people 
were  coming  and  going  across  the  polished  floor.  He  leaned 
over  a  little  and  frowned. 

"Yea,  you  bet  I  know  what  you  mean,"  he  said.  "What- 
ever you  do  is  what  somebody  else  wants  you  to  or  expects 
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of  you.  There's  my  family.  Everything  I  ever  do  is  con- 
nected with  one  of  them  some  way  or  other." 

"And  there's  my  mother,"  put  in  the  girl.  "The  ideas  she 
has  about  what  girls  ought  to  do — why,  you  wouldn't  be-lieve 
— and  I  don't  believe  it's  that  way  when  you  are  older. 
Young  people  have  stopped  gritting  their  teeth  and  saying 
'just  wait.'  They're  saying  what  they  want  and  getting  it 
now." 

"Now,  you're  talking,"  this  emphatically.  "When  a  man 
is  old  enough  to  know  what  he  wants  he 's  old  enough  to  have 
it." 

"And  when  you've  decided  what  work  you  can  do  best  I 
don't  think  it's  right  for  you  to  let  other  people's  interests 
keep  you  from  doing  it.  For  instance,  there  was  a  girl  at 
home  who  wanted  to  do  social  service  work  in  Chicago  and  an 
aunt  of  her's  insisted  she  must  stay  home  and  help  run  a 
country  place  and  she  did.  The  end  of  that  was  the  place 
went  to  pieces  and  the  girl  got  married.  It  was  so  prosaic. 
When  I  get  through  school  I'm  going  to  do  something  new 
and  different  and  worth  while — not  stay  at  home  and  keep 
house  and  marry  some  man  from  our  town  who 's  making  sixty 
dollars  a  month  in  a  lumber  yard." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?"  questioned  George. 

' '  Oh,  I  want  to  try  living  in  New  York  alone  for  a  year  or 
so — go  in  the  bond  business  or  something  like  that  and  be 
independent.     Do  you  know  what  you  want  to  be?" 

George  Taylor  did  know.  He  wanted  to  be  a  surgeon — a 
big  surgeon  making  new  scientific  discoveries.  He  was  going 
to  medical  college  despite  any  obstacles  and  in  defiance  of  his 
father's  intention  to  take  him  into  his  coal  business.  Then, 
he  wanted  to  go  to  the    Far  East. 

"I  don't  think  I'll  be  ever  really  thrilled  till  I  do  that," 
he  explained  eagerly.  "All  by  myself  and  traveling  light 
and  getting  into  lots  of  big  fights.     Gosh!  it's  the  grandest 
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place  in  the  world."  And  then,  "That  reminds  me,  talking 
about  the  Far  East,  did  you  see  that  play  called  "Purple 
Blades?" 

"I  certainly  did.     Will  you  ever  forget  that  last  act?" 

' '  That 's  the  best-looking  woman  I  ever  saw,  in  that  thing — 
and  dance — my  lord ! ' ' 

"I  think  the  man  was  horrible  though.  I  hate  domineering 
men." 

George  laughed.  ' '  Why  he  wasn  't  rough !  What  do  you 
expect?     Gee,  I  wish  I  could  see  that  again — with  you." 

Susan  smiled  and  then  peering  towards  the  doors  asked 
rather  irrelevantly,  "I  wonder  what  it  does  look  like  in 
there?" 

"It's  strange,  but  I  can't  tell  you  that.  Why  not  ask  me 
something  else.  But  this  is  the  place  we've  been  seeing  in 
the  movies  so  long.  We  can  at  least  go  out  on  the  terraces 
where  lovers  hang  over  the  sea  in  the  moonlight  and  the 
villian  is  all  hunched  up  behind  the  nearest  rose  bush.  Don't 
you  want  to?" 

Susan  acquiesced.  "Let's  do — and  imagine  it.  I  hope 'love 
hasn't  changed  to  kindliness',  just  because  it's  daytime." 

' '  Oh,  you  mustn  't  ever  let  it  do  that ! ' ' 

And  so  they  went  out  talking  enthusiastically  about  how 
they  happened  to  come  to  Europe,  where  they  lived  and  what 
they  did  at  home.  The  sunshine  was  dazzling  bright  and  the 
gardens  empty.  They  turned  an  amazing  corner  and  laughed 
together  as  if  all  the  world — and  Monte  Carlo — belonged  ex- 
clusively to  youth. 

A  little  later  Susan  Campbell  and  George  Gaines  sat  on 
green  chairs  under  painted  parasols  at  the  cafe  and  drank 
two  pinkish  drinks  apiece.  There  was  music  for  dancing  in- 
side. The  tables  began  to  fill.  A  couple  composed  of  what 
appeared  to  be  a  Polish  countess  and  a  cotton  broker  sat  down 
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at  the  next  one ;  surely  there  were  adventurers  of  every  kind 
to  look  at — this  was  Monte  Carlo.  One  no  longer  felt  left  out. 
The  voices  of  the  boy  and  girl  grew  animated  across  the  empty 
glasses.     They  were  talking  futuristically. 

So  thus  always;  youth,  with  roughshod  unconscious  feet, 
steps  in  assuredly  on  the  first  stage  of  life's  highroad  before 
the  tracks  of  the  last  pilgrims  there  have  faded  out,  and  is 
only  silenced  gradually  by  the  power  that  life  has  to  be 
stronger  than  it  is. 

II 

The  stockholders'  meeting  of  the  Highburn  General  Quarry 
Company  had  almost  broken  up  in  a  riot.  Each  of  the  thirty 
odd  men  gathered  in  the  rather  small  34th  Street  office  seemed 
to  feel  a  personal  grievance  against  the  others  because  the 
company  had  paid  no  dividends  for  five  years.  They  were  a 
tired,  irritated  group  of  men  with  wide  business  interests  out- 
side the  General  Quarry,  and  it  was  lunch  time.  Discussions 
of  how  to  make  the  company  pay  had  been  in  order  for  forty- 
five  minutes  and  there  had  been  hardly  two  agreeing  sugges- 
tions ;  argument  had  almost  grown  into  quarrel.  The  one 
woman  at  the  meeting  had  been  alert  and  interested  but  quiet 
through  all  this.  She  was  small  and  not  a  conspicuous  figure 
but  a  few  of  the  men  not  so  acutely  absorbed  in  the  harangue 
may  have  noticed  that  she  was  distinctly  good-looking  and 
well  dressed.  Now  suddenly  she  rose,  waited  a  second  for  the 
buzz  of  voices  around  her  to  lower  and  then  said  firmly,  ' '  Mr. 
President,  may  I  have  the  floor  a  minute?  I  think  I  have 
something  rather  unusual  to  suggest." 

The  attention  of  the  last  two  deadlocked  debaters  was 
called  and  the  woman  addressed  the  meeting.  She  had  a  level- 
headed calmness  and  a  competent  grasp  of  the  situation  which 
elicited  admiration  from  the  men  who  were  bound  to  admit  if 
only  to  themselves  that  her  well  stated  facts  showed  a  knowl- 
edge of  the  case  in  hand  more  definite  and  searching  than  any 
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they  had  even  tried  to  secure.  Yet  she  said  that  she  knew 
very  little  about  the  company.  Her  shares,  which  happened 
to  be  large,  had  come  to  her  through  her  husband,  but  lately 
she  had  looked  into  the  present  conditions  at  the  quarries 
themselves  and  had  formed  several  conclusions.  These  quar- 
ries would  never  pay,  the  stock  would  decrease  steadily  in 
value,  bankruptcy  would  mean  a  total  loss.  It  would  be  best 
to  get  out  of  the  company  or  dissolve  it  and  divide  whatever 
there  was  between  the  stockholders.  No  corporation  was  wait>- 
ing  to  seize  an  opportunity  to  buy  the  General  Quarry  but 
the  New  Hampshire  town  near  which  the  quarries  were  located 
would  buy  the  site  for  its  value  as  ground,  filling  it  in  grad- 
ually from  excavations  for  new  buildings.  The  price  they 
would  pay  would  enable  the  stockholders  to  avoid  any  heavy 
loss.     It  was  quickly  stated  and  the  woman  added, 

"Don't  think  of  this  as  an  indignity  to  your  quarry  com- 
pany ;  but  as  an  expedient  which  it  may  be  wise  to  adopt.  It 
is  late  now  and  you  should  all  go  to  lunch.  I  move  we  adjourn 
until  tomorrow.  Don 't  talk  about  this  during  lunch — it 's  time 
to  rest  awhile."  And  the  smile  she  flung  them  had  that  all- 
embracing  and  protective  quality  which  man,  the  protector, 
so  loves  to  see  a  woman  have. 

In  patches  of  murmuring  and  silence  the  group  broke  up. 
The  woman,  slipping  a  cape  around  her  shoulders,  started  out. 
Near  the  door  a  man  was  lingering  who  made  a  move  as  if  to 
speak  to  her  and  as  she  glanced  at  him  a  flash  of  slow-return- 
ing recognition  already  stamped  on  his  face,  came  over  hers. 
Instinctively  she  put  out  a  hand. 

"Can  this  be — V  she  questioned  tentatively. 

"George  Gaines,"  supplied  the  man  quickly.  "Wasn't  it 
at  Monte  Carlo—?" 

"Yes,  of  course  it  was.  I  couldn't  think  of  the  place  but 
I  knew  I'd  seen  you  somewhere.  I  must  introduce  myself 
again  now — " 
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"Miss  Campbell  you  were  then." 

"How  quickly  the  name  came  back  to  you!  Well,  I  am 
Mrs.  Dargan  now.  Isn't  this  amazing,  our  meeting  again,  just 
as  I  said  then  I  hoped!" 

"I  remembered  for  a  long  time  that  you  had  said  that." 

"I'm  convinced  you're  an  addict  to  the  Dr.  Ross  memory 
course  or  else  that  you  gave  up  remembering  anything  else 
for  the  past — how  many  years  has  it  been,  Mr.  Gaines?" 

' '  Twelve — I  counted  while  you  were  talking.  But  you  see, 
you  aren't  a  person  whom  it  is  easy  to  forget." 

They  moved  towards  the  elevators  still  talking  and,  emerg- 
ing on  34th  Street,  walked  together  towards  Fifth  Avenue. 

"Is  it  too  much  to  ask,"  questioned  George  Gaines,  "on 
only  the  second  afternoon  I  've  seen  you,  if  you  ever  tried  the 
living  alone  and  the  bond  business  as  you  planned  then?" 

1 '  No,  not  too  much  to  ask.  I  never  tried  the  bond  business. 
I  've  been  doing  the  living  alone  for  the  past  three  years.  Do 
you  know,  I  think  it  would  be  remarkably  interesting  since 
we  both  seem  to  have  retained  what  the  other  said  so  long 
ago,  to  see  how  it  all  turned  out.  A  lot  can  happen  in  twelve 
years.  Did  you  do  all  the  things  you  said  you  were  going  to, 
Mr.  Gaines?" 

"I  have  not  done,"  he  answered,  "a  one  of  them."  Susan 
Dargan  smiled.     "I'd  love  to  hear  about  what  you  did  do." 

"And  I  should  love  to  tell  you.  Why  not  come  to  lunch 
with  me,  Mrs.  Dargan?    Won't  you?" 

"Oh,  I  really  can't  today — it's  awfully  nice  of  you.  Mine 
is  in  the  icebox  in  my  apartment  and  I  have  an  early  afwer- 
noon  engagement.     But  what  about  tea  some  day — ?" 

"Or  dinner.     Can't  you  tonight?" 

"Why  yes,  I  suppose  so.  It  would  be  delightful.  Where 
shall  I  meet  you?" 
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They  arranged  the  place  and  hour  and  Susan  got  on  an 
uptown  bus.  "His  eyes  are  still  as  fine-looking"  she  said  to 
herself.  ' '  I  shall  eat  that  piece  of  cold  chicken  and  a  tomato. 
He  seems  so  much  older  than  he  really  is.  He  looks  like  a 
man  who  has  never  done  anything  because  he  wanted  to." 

They  met  for  dinner.  Susan  was  wearing  a  black  dress  in 
which  she  looked  uncommonly  well  and  which  seemed  to  draw 
out  the  intelligence  and  firmness  in  her  face.  The  man  across 
the  table  from  her  seemed  to  have  caught  a  new  vitality  from 
her  presence.  She  could  not  help  but  admire  the  virile,  clear- 
cut  handsomeness  of  him. 

George  Gaines  was  saying  as  they  sat  down: 

"It  is  such  a  pleasure  to  have  you  come  and  hear  me  talk 
about  myself.  Everybody  likes  that  best  of  all.  It  would  be 
a  pleasure  to  talk  to  you  about  almost  anything,  though." 

"Well,  please  begin,"  she  smiled. 

There  were  soft  lights  and  music  and  a  carefully  planned 
dinner.  They  sat  rather  long  at  the  little  table  and  facts  that 
were  taken  full-bodied  and  throbbing  from  the  drama  of 
actual  life,  came  out  of  gradually  opened  doors  between  them. 

George  Taylor  Gaines,  the  potential  surgeon  and  scientist 
and  traveller  had  been  called  from  college  to  his  home  in  a 
small  Pennsylvania  town  upon  the  sudden  death  of  his  father. 
There  was  nothing  to  do  but  go  into  the  coal  business  and 
manage  as  best  he  could,  in  spite  of  almost  overpowering  dif- 
ficulties, to  support  his  mother  and  send  his  sister  to  school. 
This  required  every  bit  of  his  energy  and  time.  Three  years 
later  when  things  were  beginning  to  go  more  smoothly,  his 
younger  brother  who  was  cashier  in  a  bank  embezzled  $10,000 
and  disappeared.  The  subsequent  expenses  of  the  courts 
practically  ruined  the  coal  business  and  the  anxiety  and  mor- 
tification of  the  affair  played  havoc  with  his  mother's  frail 
health.  The  brother  was  killed  in  a  train  accident  in  his 
attempted  get-away,  and  despite  undivided  care  his  mother 
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died  within  the  year.  The  eldest  son  had  then  confronted 
the  problem  of  his  sister.  All  this  time  bankruptcy  had 
threatened,  and  all  this  time  there  was  never  a  day  which  he 
could  call  his  own.  During  the  last  four  years  there  had  come 
a  change;  business  had  prospered  and  his  sister  was  happily 
married.  Now  he  was  living  in  an  apartment.  His  few,  un- 
important stocks  in  the  Quarry  Company  had  been  more  or 
less  of  an  excuse  for  a  trip  to  New  York,  though  he  had  long 
ago  ceased  to  be  a  pleasure  seeker. 

Susan  Campbell,  since  her  European  trip  had  finished  school 
uneventfully  except  for  the  fact  that  her  mother  had  remar- 
ried. When  she  went  home,  still  planning  to  begin  an  inde- 
pendent career  in  some  place  distant  from  her  home  town  it 
became  apparent  that  her  mother  would  never  consent  to  any- 
thing of  the  sort  and  that  she  and  her  step-father  were  hope- 
lessly uncongenial. 

"It  seems,  just  saying  it,"  she  explained,  "that  one  would 
have  left  home,  but  under  the  circumstances  one  would  not. 
It  wasn't  worth  it,  the  way  my  mother  felt." 

Then  after  a  time  she  had  married  rather  hastily  and  pre- 
haps,  even  though  subconsciously,  out  of  a  desire  for  some 
sort  of  a  change,  a  young  man  about  town  who  had  long  been 
attentive.  In  regard  to  this  episode  she  said  succinctly,  but 
meaningly : 

"It  never  worked  at  all.  Paul  and  I  had  been  discussing 
the  advisability  of  a  divorce  before  he  was  taken  sick  with 
pneumonia.  The  doctors  said  the  fact  that  he  had  always 
taken  a  good  deal  to  drink  made  the  case  more  severe.  I 
wanted  more  than  anything  else  in  the  world  for  him  to  live 
and  he  didn't." 

And  now  she  was  living  in  a  New  York  apartment  doing 
occasional  work  for  magazines  and  newspapers. 

"Now,  I  could  go  into  the  bond  business  if  I  wanted  to. 
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But  somehow  it  doesn't  interest  me  anymore  than  anything 
else.  I  remember  so  well  when  I  used  to  think  there  was 
nothing  on  God 's  earth  I  wanted  more  than  a  latch  key.  And 
now — well,  all  of  us  want  a  part  of  our  own  time  to  ourselves 
but  there  is  no  thrill  for  me  in  letting  myself  into  my  own 
shriekingly  empty  apartment  at  four  a.  m.  I'd  rather  have 
a  pistol  or  a  washing  board  or  a  pawn  shop  ticket  than  a 
latch  key." 

"Now  I  know  what  it  is  I  hate  about  the  place  where  I 
live,"  exclaimed  Gaines. 

Susan  spoke  again.  "How  strange  a  thing  this  is,  Mr. 
Gaines,  that  I  should — that  we  should — be  here  talking  like 
this  and  telling  things  we've  never  told  before. 

"Yes — strange."  A  light  came  into  the  man's  eyes  and 
sprang  across  to  hers.  "But  I  should  say,"  he  added,  "that 
it  is  God's  blessing." 

The  second  stockholders'  meeting  rather  unexpectedly 
adopted  Mrs.  Dargan's  plan  and  the  stockholders  adjourned 
with  a  feeling  of  light-hearted  satisfaction  which  seemed  to 
be  the  reaction  to  a  brief,  glowing  talk  which  she  gave  them. 
Susan  Dargan  went  out  of  the  offices  of  the  General  Quarry 
Co.  (now  dissolved)  with  George  T.  Gaines.  He  was  extend- 
ing his  stay  in  New  York  for  a  few  days. 

Days  are  sometimes  like  fairy  tales.  You  never  know  what 
is  coming  next  or  how  long  they  will  last.  Gaines  enjoyed 
every  minute  of  them  which  he  had  a  chance  to  spend  with 
the  friend  he  was  beginning  to  know  quite  well.  Besides,  the 
coal  business  was  not  particularly  urgent.  It  was  going  well 
of  itself. 

One  sunny  afternoon  she  suggested  a  walk  on  Riverside. 
It  was  the  provocative  weather  of  early  spring  when  the  park 
showed  pale  greens  and  the  Hudson  had  begun  to  show  signs 
of  joy  at  being  itself  again. 


18  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 

"George,"  said  the  little  lady,  "why  is  it,  that  in  the 
thousands  of  things  we've  talked  about  lately,  you  and  I  like 
reminiscencing  better  than  anything  else?" 

"Because  I  think,"  he  answered,  "that  we  both  realize  the 
significance  of  the  fact  that  time,  after  all,  teaches  us  very 
little.  We  are  still  wondering  and  questioning  just  as  we  did 
when  we  were  nineteen  and  twenty.  The  only  difference  is 
that  we  were  sure  of  the  answer  and  now  we  know  we  can- 
not get  it.  You  see,  we  haven't  found  out  yet  what  it  is  all 
about." 

"It's  so  much  a  day-to-day  existence,  isn't  it?"  mused 
Susan.  "We  are  so  bustling  with  the  importance  of  the  little 
things  we  do.  'The  world  is  too  much  with  us,  getting  and 
spending' — "  her  voice  trailed  off. 

"Yes,"  affirmed  George  Gaines.  "Life  is  always  sweeping 
us  along,  taking  things  from  us,  making  us  over — but  here  it 
is.  We  can  never  get  rid  of  the  questioning.  But  if  we  could 
get  back  some  of  the  old  recklessness  and  sureness  and  sense 
of  adventure  we'd  thrill  to  it  just  as  we  used  to.  We  would 
search  out  events  and  happenings.  It  would  be  purely  plane- 
tary but  we  would  call  it  pleasure." 

To  them  both  there  came  up  suddenly  the  picture  of  a 
palace  on  the  Riviera,  a  splendid,  glistening,  pleasure  palace 
sprawling  like  a  sun  god  in  its  stately  gardens — where  the 
blue  sea  was  too  blue  to  look  at  and  deep  pink  oleanders  were 
flung  against  the  white  walls  of  the  terraces.  They  had  been 
there  together  years  earlier — prehaps  they  would  go  back 
there  together.  They  were  both  old  enough  now  to  do  any- 
thing terrible. 
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IRonbeau 

I  shall  return  the  earthly  way 

When  this  poor  cage  of  mundane  elay 

Unbars  its  walls.     I  shall  not  be 

A  stranger  in  eternity; 

And  heedless  of  the  price  to  pay; 

Even  if  I  have  to  stay 

The  thunder  and  the  lightning's  play 

Or  dare  the  dreaded  Stygian  Sea, 

I  shall  return. 

And  in  each  slanting  moonlit  ray 
Which  gilds  the  path  we  used  to  stray, 
Your  dear  discerning  eyes  shall  see 
Some  scintillating  spark  of  me 
Come  back  to  you,  oh  love,  I  say, 
I  shall  return. 


The  magazine  welcomes  you,  the  new  girls  who  become  for 
the  first  time  a  part  of  Sweet  Briar's  unit  and  greets  again 
the  old  familiar  faces  of  those  who  return  to  its  stately  box 
gardens  and  shadowy  dells.  We  want  the  new  girls  in  par- 
ticular to  feel  that  there  is  a  place  waiting  here  for  them  that 
they  and  they  alone  can  fill.  In  college  each  girl  may  develop 
to  the  utmost  her  natural  ability  in  the  occupation  that  in- 
terests her  most.  Sweet  Briar  is  depending  upon  you  to  make 
the  activities  of  the  coming  year  successful. 

True,  the  first  six  weeks  have  been  promising  and,  with 
Founders  Day  passed,  the  Freshmen  acclimated  as  well  as 
humbled  and  inter-class  strife  at  an  end,  the  prospects  are 
even  brighter.  But  it  must  be  remembered  that  to  continue 
this  splendid  beginning,  there  must  be  no  slackening  of  indi- 
vidual effort. 

This  applies  to  all  college  activities,  student  government, 
athletic,  dramatic,  international  relations,  everything  in  fact, 
but  especially  to  the  magazine.  Really  to  be  representative, 
it  needs  the  active  co-operation  of  every  girl  in  college.  Surely 
you  want  the  magazine  to  have  the  highest  standard  possible 
since  it  speaks  for  Sweet  Briar  wherever  it  goes.  But  are 
you  well  qualified  to  criticize  it  unless  you  are  going  to  do 
something  to  make  it  better? 

"We  want  you  to  write,  rewrite  if  necessary,  but  be  sure  to 
hand  in,  your  stories,  poems,  jingles,  anything  that  you  feel 
would  aid  in  improving  these  pages.  The  box  in  Gray  Hall 
is  there  to  receive  suggestions  as  well  as  contributions.     We 
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are  always  looking  for  new  ideas  and  perhaps  yours  is  the 
very  one  we  want.     We  are  counting  on  you. 

We  are  publishing  this  month  two  poems  by  Tom  Skeyhill 
whose  name  is  familiar  to  those  of  us  who  have  known  him 
last  year  or  previously.  But  it  might  be  well  to  tell  something 
about  him  for  the  benefit  of  the  newcomers.  He  went  from 
his  home,  Australia,  to  Oxford  to  study,  but  his  university 
days  were  shortened  by  the  call  to  arms  for  the  Great  War. 
During  this  time,  a  large  part  of  which  he  spent  in  the  strenu- 
ous fighting  in  the  Dardenelles,  he  published  his  first  poetry, 
a  short  volume  of  war  verses.  Later  he  came  to  America  to 
lecture  in  England's  behalf  and  remained  to  join  the  Chau- 
tauqua circuit. 

Always  an  extensive  traveler,  he  has  had  more  varied  and 
hair-raising  experiences  than  most ' '  soldiers  of  fortune. ' '  Six 
months  in  Soviet  Russia  last  winter,  disguised  as  a  Swedish 
electrician  is  a  unique  adventure  for  any  man,  yet  he  sur- 
vived to  come  and,  still  incognito,  and  present  a  newer  and 
more  definite  analysis  of  conditions  in  that  forsaken  country 
than  any  up  to  that  time.  At  present  Mr.  Skeyhill  is  in 
Europe  gathering  material  for  his  winter  lectures.  We  quote 
from  a  recent  letter. 

' '  Geneva  is  a  lovely  little  place,  all  blue  and  gold  and  white 
and  green,  with  mountains,  lakes,  rivers,  and  autumnal  foliage. 
And  as  I  write  there  are  other  colors  here  as  well — the  tri- 
color of  France,  the  Union  Jack  of  old  England,  the  orange 
and  red  of  Japan,  and  the  multi-colored  flags  of  sixty-one 
different  nations. 

As  I  write,  within  a  stone's  throw  of  my  window  the  dele- 
gates of  sixty-one  nations  are  sitting  in  conference,  not  to 
plan  wars  or  divide  spoils,  but  simply  and  altruistically  to 
steer  the  ship  of  civilization  into  the  placid  waters  of  peace 
and  happiness  again.     Heaven  knows  that  I  at  least  wanted 
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something  to  revivify  my  faith  in  the  goodness  of  God  and 
the  common  sense  of  man  after  having  spent  over  two  months 
in  Russia,  the  Balkans,  and  the  Near  East." 

Mr.  Skeyhill  is  one  of  Sweet  Briar's  most  valued  friends. 
His  first  visit  to  Amherst,  four  years  ago  was  accidental,  but 
the  blue  sky  and  bluer  mountains,  together  with  the  intangi- 
ble charm  of  the  place  gained  such  a  hold  upon  him  that  he 
returns  whenever  opportunity  offers.  He  has  helped  our 
college  in  many  ways — by  lecturing  to  us  here  and  commend- 
ing us  elsewhere.  He  has  devoted  himself  almost  entirely  to 
lecturing  in  the  last  few  years  so  we  are  particularly  privi- 
leged to  be  able  to  present  in  our  humble  pages  these  poems, 
never  published  before. 
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Stufcent  Government  association 

Someone  has  said  that  the  individual  is  a  point  where  rela- 
tionships meet.  You  cannot  think  yourself  out  of  a  relation- 
ship to  certain  activities,  certain  people,  certain  ideals,  certain 
places;  things  which  are  the  stuff  and  material  of  life.  You 
carry  some  relationships  with  you  wherever  you  go  and  are 
unceasingly  making  new  ones  and  by  them  adapting  yourself 
to  your  environment  and  your  work  and  pleasure.  At  college 
these  may  be  summed  up  in  a  general  way  by  the  Student 
Government  Association  which  is  created  specifically  for  their 
greater  efficiency,  integrity  and  harmony. 

Your  character  is  measured  by  the  standard  of  your  honor ; 
your  popularity  by  your  service  to  the  community. 

The  Association  has  found  an  able  leader  this  year  and  we 
feel  that  the  general  spirit  of  the  school  is  excellent.  There 
have  been  some  minor  changes  and  the  Association  earnestly 
desires  to  mould  itself  to  meet  what  ever  need  arises.  But 
in  purpose  and  principle  it  stands  inviolate  and  demands,  in 
her  own  interest,  the  best  in  every  girl  who  is  a  part  of  it. 
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£be  Sweet  Briar  Christian  association 

Since  Sweet  Briar  is  rather  isolated  and  not  connected  with 
any  larger  community,  organizations  with  purely  local  in- 
terests and  activities  are  most  effective.  With  this  in  mind, 
Dr.  McVea  made  the  suggestion  at  a  meeting  of  the  students 
soon  after  college  opened  that  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  unit  here 
change  its  name  to  the  Sweet  Briar  Christian  Association. 
The  students  agreed  with  her  in  thinking  that  we  would  feel 
our  individual  responsibilities  as  members  of  this  organization 
more  vitally  if  we  thought  of  it  as  strictly  the  concern  of 
Sweet  Briar  rather  than  as  a  small  part  of  an  immense  na- 
tional association  and  the  adoption  of  the  plan  has  proved 
wise.  We  retain  our  membership  in  and  affiliation  with  the 
National  Association  and  keep  in  touch  with  its  general  move- 
ments but  the  interests  of  the  girls  is  more  centralized  in  the 
association  which  is  Sweet  Briar's. 

At  this  same  meeting  the  student  body  was  organized  into 
a  Sweet  Briar  Briar  congregation.  A  number  of  girls  were 
glad  to  take  the  positions  of  custodians  of  the  hymn  and  prayer 
books  for  each  service  or  membership  on  the  Altar  Guild. 
The  custodians  of  the  books  are  ushers  on  Sunday.  A  vestry, 
composed  of  one  member  from  each  class  and  three  girls  from 
the  school  at  large,  has  been  formed  to  co-operate  with  the 
President  in  the  arrangement  of  services. 

The  freshmen  and  upper  classmen  responded  well  with 
memberships  and  voluntary  pledges  to  the  association.  The 
reception  to  the  new  girls  was  a  great  success ;  the  Sunday 
School  classes  and  those  for  the  maids  are  well  attended  and 
meeting  regularly;  the  regular  extension  work  is  going  on. 
With  such  a  promising  beginning  we  are  hoping  for  a  year 
that  will  be  profitable  in  every  way. 
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Gau  pbi 

The  Tan  Phi  Literary  Society  announces  Katherine  Hagler 
as  president  and  Jane  Guignard  as  secretary  and  treasurer 
for  the  year  1922-23. 

The  following  new  members  have  been  initiated:  Lydia 
Purcell,  Fredrica  Bernard,  Eleanor  Harned,  Bernice  Hulburd, 
Harrell  James,  Martha  Lobingier,  Celia  Marshall,  Thomasine 
Rose,  Marian  Swannell,  Ada  Tyler,  Gwendolyn  Watson. 


4«    4"    4< 


£be  (Blee  Club 

The  Glee  Club  announces  the  following  officers  for  the  year 
1922-23 :  Harrell  James,  president,  and  Ruth  Pratt,  secretary 
and  treasurer. 

The  club  is  to  be  divided  into  two  parts,  instrumental  and 
vocal.  Try  outs  will  be  held  immediately,  followed  by  initia- 
tions. 

A  new  name  is  sought  for  this  organization  and  any  sug- 
gestions will  be  most  gratefully  received.  Although  the  club 
is  only  one  year  old  we  hope  that,  with  the  co-operation  of  all 
the  students,  it  will  be  one  of  the  most  important  of  college 
activities. 
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paint  anfc  ffmtcbes 

Paint  and  Patches  with  Lorna  Weber  as  president,  held  its 
first  meeting  October  12,  and  elected  the  following  officers: 
Kathryne  Klumph,  vice-president  and  Margaret  Hogue,  sec- 
retary and  treasurer. 

The  Ripplers  chose  Thomasine  Rose  for  president.  Mar- 
garet Hogue  automatically  becomes  their  secretary  and  treas- 
urer. 

Louisa  Newkirk  is  president  of  the  Merry  Jesters,  and  Beth 
Hall  secretary. 

With  this  splendid  group  of  executives,  the  Dramatic  Asso- 
ciation looks  forward  to  a  year  more  successful  than  ever 
before. 

4<    +    + 


"Bafcfc^Xong*Xegs" 

Never  has  Sweet  Briar's  dramatic  talent  been  more  clearly 
shown  than  in  the  clever  presentation  of  "  Daddy-Long-Legs  " 
Founders'  Day  night.  Though  a  play  well-known  and  com- 
monly given  we  felt  many  original  touches,  and  we  recognized 
in  Celia  Marshall  a  second  Ruth  Chatterton.  With  the  rising 
of  the  curtain  our  sympathy  was  immediately  drawn  to  the 
pack  of  forlorn  little  waifs  in  an  orphan's  home — guarded 
by  Marian  Swannell  as  the  ferocious  matron.  But  it  was  the 
characterization  of  Judy  Abbott  by  Celia  Marshall  that 
aroused  our  greatest  admiration.  She  was  Judy  heart  and 
soul  and  carried  her  audience  with  her  through  fun  and 
pathos — exciting  our  pity  and  understanding.  A  timely  relief 
was  the  ridiculous  old  trustee — so  cleverly  interpreted  by 
Muriel  McLeod.     Then  appeared  the  hero- — accompanied  by 
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a  sigh  of  rapture — -especially,  dare  we  say — from  the  fresh- 
men !  Who  could  have  made  a  more  inspiring  John  Pendle- 
ton than  Thomasine  Rose — at  first  so  indifferent — but  develop- 
ing fast  under  Elsie  Wood's  artful  persuasion,  into  a  digni- 
fied guardian,  then  an  ardent  lover — of  our  same  Judy. 

But  the  play  would  not  be  complete — nor  is  our  attempted 
writeup — without  Adelaide  Harris  and  Claire  Robertson,  with 
their  limited  facilities  for  producing  a  tea,  or  Ada  Tyler,  a 
real  heartbreaker,  and  Kathryne  Klumph,  a  visiting  mother. 
This  one  scene  has  a  decided  Sweet  Briar  atmosphere,  which 
helped  not  a  little  to  make  the  play  not  only  a  success,  but 
a  real  triumph.  We  have  Lorna  Weber,  particularly,  to 
thank  for  her  talent  and  time  in  directing.  We  appreciate 
it,  and  feel  that  Founder's  Day  would  not  have  been  the 
same  without  "Daddy-Long-Legs. " 

<i>    <i>    <i> 

£be  3unior  Jollities 

The  Juniors  started  the  entertainment  year  with  a  vaude- 
ville that  literally  brought  down  the  house.  The  program 
was  varied,  as  may  be  seen  by  the  far  throw  from  the  tragic 
"Bocaccio's  Untold  Tale"  to  the  dialogue  between  Mr.  Gal- 
lagher and  Mr.  Sheehan. 

The  first  act  exhibited  the  grace  and  beauty  of  the  class  in 
ravishing  sport  models  accompanied  by  the  very  latest  in  hand- 
some sophisticated  young  manhood.  "Mr."  Wilson  and  Bird 
Fiery  sang  a  charming  bit  with  the  chorus  joining  in  enthus- 
iastically, swaying  professionally  through  the  most  intricate 
of  dance  steps — between  blithe  nods  and  depreciating  smiles 
to  sympathetic  friends  in  the  audience. 

Next  came  a  darling  portrayal  of  a  spirited  Spanish  tango 
by  Tom  Rose  and  Kathryne  Klumph.    Their  act  had  a  strong 
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appeal,  and  in  a  large  measure  no  doubt,  to  the  startling  re- 
semblance of  Tom  to  Rodolf,  the  "sub-deb"  idol. 

Gwendolyn  Watson  and  Elizabeth  Pape,  the  "Sweet  Briar 
favorites"  regained  their  youth  and  socks  and  captured  the 
hearts  of  all.  It  was  quite  evident  that  college  life  was  amus- 
ing to  these  innocent  dears  and  that  very  little  escaped  their 
big  round  eyes. 

Then  came  the  tragedy  of  the  evening,  "Boccacio's  Untold 
Tale."  As  its  gruesome  plot  unfolded,  those  who  had  for- 
merly rocked  with  mirth  became  frozen  with  horror.  Elsie 
"Wood  as  the  proud  scornful  lady;  Kathryne  Klumph,  the 
declared  beloved  of  Florio,  and  Tom  Rose  as  Florio  himself, 
completely  intrigued  everyone.  Martha  Lobingier  gave  a  real- 
istic portrayal  of  the  prophetic  old  servant. 

The  dramatic  climax  occurred  with  the  sudden  swoon  of  the 
three  leading  characters.  Perhaps  the  slight  anti-climax  was 
due  to  the  rather  congested  heap  the  prostrate  figures  made 
on  the  floor  and  also  to  anxiety  concerning  injuries  that  might 
have  been  sustained  in  their  fall. 

Mr.  Gallagher  and  Mr.  Sheehan  were  interpreted  "a  la 
Sweet  Briar"  by  the  comediennes  Miss  Swannell  and  Miss 
"Merr-e-e-ek."  It  was  quite  evident  that  the  Juniors  and 
Seniors  enjoyed  the  wit  of  these  gentlemen  more  than  the 
Freshmen  and  Sophomores — the  "Freshmen  of  last  year." 

The  chorus  appeared  in  evening  dress  in  the  last  act  and 
sang  the  popular  "Do  It  Again"  with  much  expression  and 
charming  interpretation. 

' '  Have  you  ever  seen  cuter  ? ' '  was  the  general  verdict  of  the 
evening. 
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pleasure  Uslanfc 

On  Saturday  evening,  October  seventh,  Mr.  Dempster  read 
us  his  new  play  "Pleasure  Island."  It  is  a  thoroughly 
modern  production  in  three  acts  and  deals  with  the  motion 
picture  world  in  its  relation  to  every  day  life.  In  fact,  the 
play  itself  might  almost  be  a  scenario. 

Mr.  Dempster  has  employed  throughout  an  abundance  of 
effective  slang.  "We  cannot  help  but  wonder  where  he  gained 
such  an  extensive  knowledge  of  it  and  envy  him  his  powers. 
The  moment  of  intense  silence  at  the  end  of  the  reading  was 
the  highest  tribute  the  audience  could  possibly  have  paid  him. 
We  hope  that  Mr.  Dempster's  work  will  enjoy  as  favorable 
reception  in  New  York  as  it  did  at  Sweet  Briar. 

4.    4.    4. 

"3ane*  Ellen" 

On  Friday,  the  twentieth  of  October,  the  Senior  class  pre- 
sented "Jane-Ellen"  to  Sweet  Briar.  This  was  the  first  play 
of  the  season,  and  was  a  very  successful  one  due  to  the  guid- 
ance of  Miss  Lorna  "Weber.  The  plot  was  based  on  the  well 
known  play  of  Alice  Duer  Miller's  "Come  Out  of  the  Kit- 
chen. ' '  The  sets  were  well  organized  under  the  able  manage- 
ment of  Miss  Jane  Guignard.  Elizabeth  Taylor  was  as  viva- 
cious, resourceful,  and  altogether  charming  a  Jane-Ellen  as 
Louisa  Newkirk  the  gallant  hero,  seemed  to  think  her.  Frances 
Engemen  as  the  lovelorn  poet,  Katherine  Zeuch  as  Randy 
Weeks,  the  friend  of  the  Dangerfield  family,  Edith  Miller  as 
the  arrogant  sister  Bess,  lone  MacKenzie  as  the  adorable 
younger  brother,  Richie  McGuire  as  the  elder  brother,  Helen 
MacMahon  as  the  unhappy  victim  of  her  scheming,  husband- 


30  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 

hunting  mother,  Virginia  Stanberry,  Sue  Hager  as  the  oblig- 
ing uncle,  and  Margaret  Burwell  as  Mandy,  the  cook  com- 
prised the  excellent  and  artistic  cast.  The  best  character  por- 
trayal of  the  whole  play  was  that  of  a  minor  one — Miss  Bur- 
well  is  to  be  congratulated  on  her  interpretation  of  Mandy, 
the  cook.  The  performance  was  so  delightful  and  refreshing 
that  it  is  hoped  the  Senior  class  will  again  present  something 
equally  entertaining. 

4.    4.    4. 

Jfounber'e  S)a^,  1922 

Had  Ulysses  wound  his  way  up  the  drive  from  Sweet  Briar 
gates  on  Friday  morning,  October  27,  1922,  surely  he  would 
have  thought  himself  about  to  witness  a  second  fall  of  Troy. 
Although  the  hour  of  six-thirty  ante  meridian  is  generally  un- 
familiar to  the  greater  part  of  Sweet  Briar  (Dr.  Steacy  and 
Sterling  excepted)  on  this  morning,  two  warring  bands  were 
grouped  facing  each  other  after  a  night  of  roof  climbing,  and 
banner-hanging.  The  sounds  coming  forth  from  the  two  mobs 
dignified  themselves  by  the  names  of  songs,  and  announced 
the  opening  of  Founder's  Day.  The  decorations  for  the  occa- 
sion consisted  chiefly  of  banners  and  Freshmen  aprons  strewn 
in  the  many  available  places  of  the  campus. 

As  the  "victims"  of  the  day  unhesitatingly  responded  to 
the  sound  of  the  breakfast  bell,  lo,  from  the  balcony  above 
them,  came  forth  song  after  song  of  sophomore  origin,  and 
the  unflinching  Freshmen  not  to  be  outdone,  answered  back. 
At  length,  appetite  overcame  rivalry,  and  the  two  classes  were 
united  for  the  time  being  in  a  common  interest. 

At  ten-thirty  the  processional  of  the  faculty  and  students 
marched  into  the  chapel  to  the  hymn  "Ancient  of  Day." 
Miss  Helen  Hill,  acting  as  marshall,  lead  the  procession,  fol- 
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lowed  by  the  choir,  the  Junior  class,  the  Sophomore  class,  the 
Freshman  class,  the  Senior  class,  and  the  faculty  respectively. 
Miss  Cordelia  Kirkendall  acted  as  marshall  for  the  Seniors. 
Reverend  Thomas  Carter  Page  pronounced  the  invocation ; 
and  after  a  talk  by  the  president  of  the  Board  of  Trustees, 
and  an  organ  solo  by  Professor  William  Saunders  Adams. 
Dr.  Hamilton  Holt  gave  an  address  on  "The  Federation  of 
the  World."  The  address  contained  many  references  to  Dr. 
Holt's  experiences  in  Europe — especially  those  dealing  with 
the  conference  of  the  League  of  Nations  at  Geneva.  Follow- 
ing the  benediction,  the  procession  marched  out,  and  as  many 
of  the  students,  faculty,  and  visitors  as  could  be  accommo- 
dated were  driven  in  cars  to  the  monuments  where,  according 
to  a  custom  which  is  fast  becoming  a  tradition,  flowers  were 
placed  on  the  grave  of  Daisy  Williams,  the  little  girl  in  whose 
memory  Sweet  Briar  was  founded. 

Immediately  after  the  noon-day  meal,  the  college  in  general 
went  on  campus.  For  the  benefit  of  the  Biology  students,  it 
might  be  mentioned  that  there  was  a  very  inspiring  speech 
on  "Why  a  Lightning  Bug  Carries  His  Headlight  Behind." 
Those  musically  inclined  found  instruction  and  musical  educa- 
tion in  the  realm  of  "Tish"  and  her  vocalizations.  The  cam- 
pus was  alive  with  many  other  "oddities  and  peculiarities," 
and  the  attendants  at  the  Tea  Dance  were  entertained  by 
dancing,  illustrated  reducing  exercises,  and  "novelty  songs." 

The  closing  feature  of  the  day  was  rendered  by  the  Dra- 
matic clubs  in  the  production  of  "Daddy  Long  Legs,"  and 
shortly  after  eleven  o'clock,  the  serenade  of  the  Sophomores 
to  the  Seniors  ended  the  Founder's  Day  of  the  year  1922. 

—I.  B.,  '25. 
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a  European  Dinner 

One  of  the  new  customs  that  are  being  inaugurated  this 
year  is  Miss  McVea's  idea  of  after  dinner  speeches.  We  had 
the  first  of  these  on  a  Saturday  night  in  the  early  part  of  the 
year  when  after  a  more  formal  dinner  than  usual  a  few  mem- 
bers of  the  faculty  and  a  member  of  the  Senior  class  spoke 
to  us  about  some  activity  or  international  happening,  all 
connected  with  the  trips  of  the  Faculty  abroad.  Miss  McVea 
introduced  the  following  speakers:  Dr.  Stone,  Dr.  Harley, 
Miss  Jane  Guignard  representing  the  Senior  class  and  Miss 
Bartlett  who  gave  us  an  interesting  glimpse  and  somewhat 
comprehensive  view  of  the  convention  of  Collegiate  Alumnae, 
which  met  in  Paris  this  summer.  Through  this  talk  we  gath- 
ered much  information  as  to  what  college  women  are  doing  all 
over  the  world  and  that  not  only  are  there  college  graduates 
in  America,  France  and  England,  as  we  realize,  but  some  in 
such  remote  countries  as  India.  The  other  speakers  told  of 
experiences  and  sights  on  the  trips  abroad  which  many  of  our 
Faculty  and  students  had  taken  during  this  past  summer  in 
France,  England,  Italy  and  Iceland.  — E.  M.,  '25. 

+    4"    + 

a  Xtttle  Dust  from  tbe  Saw  Bust  Grail 

Wednesday  morning,  September  twenty-ninth,  found  the 
chapel  at  Sweet  Briar  more  crowded  than  it  had  been  for 
many  a  day.  "Billy"  Sunday  had  consented  to  come  out 
from  Lynchburg  and  speak  to  the  Sweet  Briar  congregation. 

Mr.  Sunday  did  not  preach  a  sermon,  as  is  his  custom,  but 
gave  a  talk  on  what  a  college  education  should  mean  to  college 
students.     The  musical  part  of  the  program  was  in  charge  of 
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Miss  Kenney  and  Mr.  Rodeheaver  who  delighted  everyone 
with  their  skill  upon  the  piano  and  trombone.  At  th#  close 
of  the  meeting  Mr.  Sunday  shook  hands  with  every  member 
of  the  enthusiastic  audience  in  his  usual  genial  manner. 

— E.  H.,  '24. 

4*    »|<    4« 

Ji).  TO.  fl>art£  for  tbe  mew  (Birls 

"Well,  this  is  the  night  the  old  girls  push  the  new  girls 
around, ' '  I  heard  someone  say,  as  if  she  weren  't  a  bit  excited 
about  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  reception,  to  which  we  were  going  at 
that  very  minute.  ' '  Push  the  new  girls  around ! ' '  Well,  she 
made  a  mistake ;  it  was  a  lot  better  than  that,  and  I  haven 't 
got  over  the  thrill  of  it  yet. 

After  shaking  hands  with  everyone  in  the  receiving  line, 
we  began  to  dance.  When  we  had  been  "tripping  the  light 
fantastic"  for  about  fifteen  minutes,  somebody  tried  to  break 
the  drum — I  thought  Grammar  was  falling  down,  or  the  world 
had  come  to  an  end — but  somebody  told  me  that  it  was  only 
a  signal  for  us  to  stop  dancing.  We  scampered  for  seats,  and 
I  found  myself  sitting  on  a  Senior's  lap.  Visions  of  Founder's 
Day!  Hastily  begging  pardon  for  my  unseemly  act,  I  let 
myself  down  on  the  floor.  The  Y.  W.  president  was  calling 
the  names  of  the  states,  and  as  each  was  called,  the  girls  from 
that  state  would  stand  up.  Such  untangling  of  feet,  such 
gales  of  laughter,  and  such  loads  of  fun !  In  a  minute  it  was 
over,  and  we  were  dancing  again. 

This  time  we  danced  for  at  least  twenty  minutes  before  they 
tried  to  break  up  the  orchestra — I  mean,  before  the  signal  was 
given  for  us  to  stop.  Finding  seats  as  before,  we  awaited  the 
next  act.    And  joy  of  joys!     The  door  opened  and  in  came 
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Virginia  Whitlock  and  Lucy  Holmes  Carson,  who  forthwith 
did  an  exhibition  dance.  Such  intricate  and  fascinating  steps 
have  never  been  seen  before. 

Then  Kathryne  Klumph,  as  a  Russian  peasant  girl,  danced 
for  us.  If  all  Russian  girls  are  as  bewitching  and  dance  as 
beautifully  as  she,  I  do  not  at  all  wonder  at  the  young  Y.  M. 
C.  A.  secretaries  who  all  want  to  take  up  their  work  in  Russia. 

After  this,  Miss  Elizabeth  Pape  did  the  dance  of  the  old- 
fashioned  girl.  Verily  they  were  the  "good  old  days"  when 
our  grandmothers,  in  hoop-skirts  and  pantaloons,  danced  to 
the  music  of  the  banjo,  and  flirted  with  their  band-boxes. 

In  the  back  of  the  Refectory  they  served  tomato  sandwiches 
and  punch.  Talk  about  nectar  of  the  gods!  It  didn't  have 
a  thing  on  Sweet  Briar  punch. 

It  was  such  fun  that  when  the  first  strains  of  ' '  Home,  Sweet- 
Home"  were  heard,  everybody  looked  at  everybody  else  with 
dismay.  Surely  the  beautiful  party  wasn  't  going  to  end ! 
But  it  really  was,  and  we  went  home  thinking  what  a  won- 
derful time  we  had  had.  Indeed,  we  can  never  thank  the 
Y.  W.  enough  for  making  us  have  such  a  good  time,  and  we've 
all  decided  that  Sweet  Briar  is  the  best  college  in  the  world. 

Miss  Lorna  Weber  sang  "I  Wonder  If  You  Still  Care  For 
Me"  for  us.  After  the  applause,  the  orchestra  began  to  play 
"Dancing  Pool"  and  everybody  danced. 

— M.  A.  G.,  '24. 
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Gbe  5enior*5opbomore  parti? 

Our  expectations  were  great,  and  we  were  not  disappointed 
when  the  Seniors  gave  us  a  taste  of  their  hospitality  at  a 
bridge  party  in  October.  The  Refectory  was  the  scene  that 
evening  of  the  "gathering  of  the  clans,"  for  in  both  classes 
there  are  many  bridge  devotees  and  they  played  the  game  as 
never  before.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  every  one  played 
her  best  and  thoroughly  enjoyed  herself.  The  highest  score 
belonged  to  Miss  Mary  Hampton  Martin  who  received  the 
prize — a  bridge  set.  Then  came  the  refreshments,  dainty 
sandwiches,  cooling  punch  and  ice  cream  to  soothe  our 
"bridged"  nerves.  Yes,  sister  class,  the  Sophomores  enjoyed 
a  delightful  evening  and  the  Senior  hospitality  cannot  be 
excelled.  — G.  M.,  '25. 

4<    q*    4. 

Gbe  3untor  Cabaret 

The  Junior  Cabaret  in  the  Refectory  at  Sweet  Briar,  Fri- 
day, October  thirteenth,  was  all  that  a  true  cabaret  should 
be — we  even  had  men  and  cigarettes.  Needless  to  say,  neither 
the  men  nor  cigarettes  were  real,  but  the  Freshmen  in  "Tux" 
and  the  chocolate  confections  sold  by  three  charming  Juniors 
made  worthy  substitutes. 

The  Freshman  orchestra  arrayed  in  white  clown  costumes 
with  gold  and  purple  pom-poms  was  the  feature  of  the  even- 
ing. Martha  Bachman  and  Rebecca  Ashcraft  as  soloists  were 
the  stellar  attractions. 

Around  the  edge  of  the  Refectory,  where  shaded  lamps  stood 
on  white  clothed  tables,  French  waitresses  served  such  unusual 
delicacies  as  "swan  sundaes"  and  purple  and  gold  layer  cake. 
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The  ' '  entertainment ' '  started  with  a  toe  dance  by  Dorothy- 
Booth  in  an  impertinent  dress  of  black  and  orange.  Then 
appeared  the  famous  "Floradora  Sextet"  accompanied  by  six 
ardent  swains  that  rivalled  all  of  W.  &  L.  and  Virginia  put 
together.  The  " Rodolph-Agnes  Ayers"  "close  up"  was  too 
much  for  the  audience — or  rather,  not  enough — they  had  to 
come  back  and  do  it  all  over  again.  Peggy  Denman  in  a 
"Dance  Eccentrique"  and  Tom  Rose  and  Elizabeth  Pape  as 
Pierrot  and  Pierrett  completed  the  program. 

Last  of  all,  thirteen  again  belied  its  reputation  by  winning 
for  its  holder  the  box  of  Whitman 's  in  the  lucky  number  dance 
— some  whisper  that  the  date  was  responsible. 

The  cabaret  was  over  all  too  soon — we  had  to  stop  in  the 
midst  of  a  wonderfully  good  time.  Everyone  agreed  that  the 
party  was  a  success — of  course — didn  't  the  Juniors  give  it ! 

M.  S.,  '26. 
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Htbletfcs 


Everyone  has  come  out  with  a  vim  this  year  and  we  have 
gotten  a  better  start  in  sports  than  ever  before.  Our  good 
beginning  was  due  in  large  measure  to  the  splendid  Lake  Day 
arranged  by  Buffy  Taylor  and  Tom  Rose.  Our  interest  in 
hockey  has  been  stimulated  by  Miss  Warner  who  was  here 
for  three  weeks  to  teach  us  the  superior  methods  of  the  Eng- 
lish. 

The  Freshmen,  by  coming  out  with  such  good  spirit  have 
made  the  old  girls  look  to  their  laurels  and  stirred  up  no  little 
amount  of  competition.  Very  few  of  the  teams  have  been 
selected  so  far  but  it  is  for  you  who  do  not  even  attempt  to 
make  the  squad  to  remember  that  no  team,  skilled  or  other- 
wise, can  win  without  backing.  Healthy  lungs,  strong  vocal 
cords  and  a  willing  heart  are  the  only  requirements  for  the 
cheering  squad. 

The  interclass  hockey  matches  come  next  on  the  athletic 
program.  The  Senior-Sophomore  and  Junior-Freshmen  teams 
play  for  the  best  two  out  three  games.  Then  will  come  the 
interclass  basketball  match  followed  by  the  class  basketball 
championship,  for  which  each  class  competes.  In  the  spring 
we  concentrate  our  efforts  on  Field  Day,  which  gives  every- 
body a  chance  to  show  their  individual  skill.  Girls  can  also 
show  their  skill  in  the  Rodeos  which  take  place  once  a  month. 
Besides  Field  Day  there  will  also  be  the  Doubles  Tennis  Tour- 
nament to  play  off.  These  events  all  take  place  within  college. 
Our  outside  competition  comes  in  the  fall  after  the  interclass 
hockey  match  and  in  the  winter  after  the  class  basketball 
championship. 
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LAKE  DAY  AND  GALA  NIGHT 

The  attendance  at  Lake  Day  was  fine  and  the  contestants 
were  cheered  on  by  the  enthusiastic  members  of  their  respec- 
tive classes.     The  winners  of  the  events  are  as  follows: 

Swim  to  Dam Rose,  8'  5" 

Canoe  Race,  Clarke  &  Alford,  (Freshmen)  1'  49  4/5" 

25-yd.  Dash Rose,  15  4/5" 

Egg  Race Whitlock,  24  2/5" 

50-yd.  Dash Rose,  38  4/5" 

Obstacle  Race ...Taylor,  1'  2/5" 

Diving Rose,  1st  Place 

Floats Class  of  1925,  1st  Place 

Winner  of  Lake  Day  Cup,  Thomasine  Rose,  830  Pts. 
Winner  of  Lake  Day  (Class  Points) 

Class  of  1924,  540  Points 

Gala  night  was  a  splendid  finish  for  Lake  Day.  It  was 
something  new  in  the  history  of  Sweet  Briar  but  turned  out 
to  be  such  a  success  that  it  will  surely  be  an  annual  occur- 
rance  henceforth.  Everyone  gathered  by  classes  on  the  bank 
by  the  boat  house.  While  waiting  for  the  floats  class  songs 
were  exchanged  and  the  crowd  was  entertained  by  music  from 
the  Freshman  orchestra  and  fireworks  on  the  other  side  of  the 
lake.  Rose  and  green  lanterns  hung  about  the  boat  house, 
the  wharf  and  on  the  diving  docks  and  the  gorgeous  full  moon 
added  to  the  fantastic  brilliance  of  the  scene.  The  Seniors 
sold  ice  cream  cones,  ginger  ale  and  pop  and  everyone  was  in 
a  true  holiday  mood. 

Suddenly  the  Head  of  Lake  announced  "  The  Senior  Float !" 
All  eyes  were  turned  to  the  purple  duck  of  the  lake.  Around 
the  far  bend  came  a  glowing  golden  dragon  advancing  slowly 
with  swinging  rhythm.  On  and  on  it  came,  and  with  it  a 
lovely  voice  singing  from  over  the  water.    As  it  drew  nearer, 
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the  golden  dragon  was  changed  by  some  good  spirit  to  a  dainty 
craft  hung  with  golden  lanterns  and  weaned  with  verdant 
leaves  and  bright  blossoms.  Lorna  Weber  as  Pierrot  wooed  a 
shy  Pierette,  Phil  Payne,  with  song  while  Cupid,  Muriel 
Milligan,  paddled  gaily,  approving  all  the  while. 

After  a  wait,  beguiled  with  more  songs  and  fireworks,  a 
huge  white  swan  was  seen  approaching.  As  it  drew  nearer 
the  soft  voices  of  Berenice  Hulburd  and  Grace  Merrick  could 
be  heard  singing  the  Junior  emblem  song.  When  this  graceful 
bird  came  within  the  lantern  light,  the  Lady  of  the  Swan, 
Elizabeth  Pape,  was  seen  riding  on  his  back. 

Following  close  on  the  heels  of  the  Junior  float  came  that 
of  the  Sophomores — a  replica  of  a  Venetian  gondola.  Ruth 
Pratt,  a  fond  lover,  sang  "Pale  Hands"  to  Eugenia  as  the 
ideal  Venetian  lady. 

' '  Souvenir ' '  played  softly  on  violins  was  heard  as  the  Fresh- 
man float  appeared.  Leaves  covered  the  entire  boat,  the  foli- 
age rising  in  the  stern  to  form  an  arbor.  Under  this  stood 
Frances  McCanish  as  the  spirit  of  the  oak  tree.  Her  black 
hair  mingled  with  the  green  leaves  made  the  colors  of  the  class 
of  1926. 

After  the  floats  had  passed  the  following  awards  were 
given : 

Taylor Sweater,  4305  Points 

Purcell 4th  Stripe,  3840  Points 

Bernhard 3rd  Stripe,  3310  Points 

Chantler 3rd  Stripe,  3265  Points 

Carper _..2nd  Stripe,  2880  Points 

Rose Monogram  and  1st  Stripe,  2500  Points 

Nelson 1st  Stripe,  2400  Points 

Newkirk _ Mongram,  2010  Points 

Merrick Numerals,  1020  Points 

Swannell Numerals,  1380  Points 
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TENNIS  TOURNAMENT 

This  tournament  was  played  off  in  fine  style  and  everyone 
enjoyed  it.  The  semi-finals  were  two  exciting  matches  be- 
tween Sue  Hager  and  Freddy  Bernhard  and  Annie  Ford  and 
Margaret  Reinhold.  Annie  is  to  be  congratulated  not  only 
on  winning  this  tournament,  but  on  getting  the  cup,  for  this 
will  make  her  third  year  of  victory.  The  score  was  as  follows : 
Ford  vs.  Bernhard,  (6-8)    (6-0)    (6-4)    (12-10)    (6-2). 

THE  RODEO 

On  Saturday,  the  14th,  Sweet  Briar  had  its  first  Rodeo. 
It  was  enthusiastically  attended  and  henceforth  there  will  be 
one  every  month.     The  events  and  winners  follow: 

Bareback  Race 1st  Place,  Perkins 

Water  Race 2nd  Place,  Purcell 

Water  Race 1st  Place,  Maybank 

Water  Race 2nd  Place,  Eoff 

Musical  Stalls _ 1st  Place,  Lee 

Musical  Stalls 2nd  Place,  Bernhard 

Needle  and  Thread  Race 1st  Place,  Maybank 

Water  Relay 1st  Place,  Bachman  and  Maybank 

M.  E.  S.,  '24. 
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Hlumnae  Botes 

Louise  Hammond  is  married  to  Fred  Skinner  and  is  going 
to  live  in  Norfolk. 

Ruth  Hulburd  was  married  to  Fred  Luff  this  summer  and 
is  living  in  Cleveland. 

Romayue  Schooley  has  announced  her  engagement  to  Greg- 
ory Fernbach  and  will  be  married  in  the  spring. 

Woodis  Finch  was  married  last  month. 

Cornelia  Carrol  is  married  and  living  in  Washington. 

Eleanor  Guthrie  is  secretary  to  the  Prince  of  Roumania. 

Helen  Bishop  is  married. 

Louise  Brinkley  is  teaching  school  in  Suffolk. 

Frances  Everett  is  attending  Art  School  in  Philadelphia 
and  Lillian  is  taking  a  business  course  in  Suffolk. 

Bus  Fohl  is  attending  the  University  of  Pittsburgh. 

Bootsy  Scovell  is  visiting  Katy  Taylor  in  Memphis. 

Emily  Jeffrey  has  spent  several  week  ends  with  us. 

Ellen  Wolf  and  Ruth  Fiske  returned  for  a  short  visit. 

Alice  Early  is  teaching  school  in  Fargo,  N.  D. 

Mary  Munson  is  doing  library  work  at  Springfield,  111. 

Harmo  Taylor  is  at  University  of  Texas,  and  has  gone  Pi 
Phi. 

Madeline  Bigger  is  doing  secretarial  work. 

Willie  Wilson  and  Julia  Barbar  spent  the  summer  abroad. 

Helen  Johnson  is  studying  elementary  law  in  Richmond. 

Kate  Cordes  is  teaching  English  at  the  Winchester  School 
in  Pittsburgh. 

Lett  Shoop  is  teaching  school  in  Suffolk. 
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Exchanges 


It  seems  early  in  the  season  for  school  magazines,  for  our 
list  of  exchanges  is  much  shorter  than  usual.  And  the  maga- 
zines which  are  out,  have  devoted  their  pages  almost  wholly 
to  school  activities. 

Of  course,  the  early  fall  months  are  fairly  humming  with 
activities  of  every  description.  And  it  is  truly  inspiring  to 
note  the  lively  spirit  which  is  flourishing  in  the  lives  of  our 
fellow  students  in  all  parts  of  the  country.  It  is  to  be  hoped, 
however,  that  future  issues  will  bring  us  more  contributions 
of  real  literary  value. 

We  note  with  pleasure  the  section  of  Book  Reviews  in  the 
Vassar  Miscellany.  We  all  like  to  know  the  opinions  of  others 
about  the  books  which  we  ourselves  have  read  and  are  dis- 
cussing. 

Also  in  the  Vassar  Miscellany,  are  two  poems  which  we 
consider  interesting.  One  is  "The  City  Dragon,"  a  brief 
personification  of  the  destructive  dullness  of  the  city  life  of 
the  poor.  The  other  is  "Witch!"  a  weird  and  gruesome 
picture  appealing  to  the  fancy. 

In  The  Purple  Parrot,  of  Rockford  College,  appears  a  poem 
of  one  of  its  former  students  who  has  been  mentioned  as  a 
' '  poet  of  the  future. "  It  is  a  delicate  and  dignified  serenade, 
breathing  out  an  atmosphere  of  chivalry  and  imagination 
which  is  truly  delightful. 

The  page  of  autumn  poems  in  St.  Mary's  Chimes  makes 
us  believe  that  the  girls  of  St.  Mary's  must  enjoy  a  campus 
almost  as  beautiful  as  ours.  While  these  poems  are  not  ex- 
ceptionally good,  still  they  show  an  appreciation  of  nature 
with  which  we  needs  must  sympathize. 
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We  wish  to  gratefully  acknowledge  the  following  exchanges : 

The  Arrow,  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women. 
Orange  and  Black,  Tusculum,  Tenn. 
Martha's  Mirror,  Martha  Washington  College. 
Agonistic,  Agnes  Scott  College. 
St.  Mary's  Chimes,  St.  Mary's  College. 
The  Purple  Parrot,  Rockford  College. 
The  Oracle,  Woodbury  Forest  School. 
Vassar  Miscellany  Monthly,  Vassar  College. 
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ZTea  SRouse  Galfc 

It  is  practically  impossible  for  Tea  House  Talk  to  make 
comments  on  society  in  general  and  include  everyone.  There- 
fore you,  the  Sweet  Briar  Public,  are  cordially  invited,  yes, 
especially  invited  to  join  our  little  company  and  to  make  your 
own  comments.  Our  motto  is  "See  all,  know  all."  (Mr.  Pathe 
got  his  idea  from  us)  our  trade  mark  and  pen  name,  T.H.T. 

A  little  matter  of  interest  to  those  academically  inclined ! 
(no  one  else  needs  to  read  this  part).  One  faculty  member 
announced  that  "since  S.  B.  had  advanced  in  academic  stand- 
ing, the  instructors  are  giving  longer  and  harder  lessons." 
From  a  sadder  but  wiser  heart  we  utter,  ' '  oh  queen,  you  said 
it." 

A  number  of  upper  classmen  have  been  hostesses  to  their 
student  associates.  T.H.T.  and  incidentally  the  associates 
themselves  think  this  is  a  very  good  idea.  "Eat,  drink,  and 
be  merry,  for  tomorrow,"  well  you  may  not  die  but  you  may 
not  have  any  money. 

Miss  May  Speed  would  like  to  know  if  life  at  S.  B.  is  always 
as  wildly  exciting  as  it  has  been  the  last  few  weeks.  We 
should  like  to  answer  that  question.  But  can  we?  May,  just 
"live  and  learn." 

The  Freshman  class  distinguished  itself  Lake  Day.  T.H.T 
does  not  want  to  appear  bold,  but  might  it  with  all  due  respect 
to  the  other  classes  suggest  that  they  notice  a  few  of  the 
famous  ones. 

Beth  Hall  advises  the  Freshmen  not  to  make  fun  of  the 
coffee  as  she  says,  "You  may  be  old  and  weak  yourself  some 
day." 

Martha  Newton,  Phil  Payne,  and  Muriel  Milligan  are  known 
as  the  Junior  members  of  the  Senior  class.  With  persevering 
effort  in  posture  class  they  expect  to  grow  up  this  year. 
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The  Sophomores  (they're  the  Freshmen  of  last  year,  Mr. 
Sheehan),  are  busy  disciplining  the  Freshmen.  What's  wrong 
with  this  picture? 

A  young  girl's  education  is  not  complete  until  she  knows 
what  to  do  in  case  of  fire.  Suppose  you  were  in  your  own 
home  and  a  little  fire  should  start  some  place  besides  in  the 
stove,  what  would  you  do  ?  You  don 't  know !  Of  course  you 
don't  know.  Why  should  you  have  known?  No  one  had  ever 
told  you.  But  now  you  do  know.  Before  you  came  to  college 
you  didn't  know.  (That  is  another  excellent  argument  for, 
' '  Shall  I  or  shall  I  not  need  a  college  education, ' '  as  asked  by 
us  all  the  first  two  weeks  of  school.)  Now,  dear  friends, 
thanks  to  Miss  Virginia  Whitlock,  you  each  and  every  one 
know  what  to  do.  If  a  little  fire  starts  itself,  why — the  answer 
is  simple,  once  you  grasp  it  firmly  in  your  mind  and  concen- 
trate on  it — just  try  to  put  it  out. 

"Every  dog  has  his  day,  and  things  will  come  if  we  only 
wait."     We're  speaking  of  Christmas  vacation  now. 

Classics  such  as  Burkes'  speech  on  "Conciliation"  can  be 
read  and  reread  time  and  time  again,  and  still  be  appreciated. 
T.H.T.  feels  the  same  way  about  Miss  Gladys  Parks  oration 
on  "Mother  and  Father."  It  was  delivered  for  the  first  time 
exclusively  for  the  benefit  of  Varsity  Council  and  those  out- 
side the  window.  But  we  hope  that  in  the  near  future  you 
will  all  have  the  opportunity  of  hearing  this  admirable  pro- 
duct. 

T.H.T.  is  glad  to  welcome  into  the  social  whirl  of  the  Briar 
the  new  girls.  If  there  is  any  matter  of  S.  B.  society  that  is 
a  little  puzzling,  T.H.T.  would  be  only  too  glad  to  have  per- 
sonal interviews  and  explain  the  complicated  life  we  lead. 
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Zbe  Scrap  Bag 

MY  LITTLE  HEART 


I  built  for  me  a  little  house, 
Amidst  a  garden  fair, 

I  shut  my  little  heart  within 
And  planned  to  leave  it 
there. 


Now  other  people  lose  their  hearts, 
"But  I  am  wise,"  I  said; 
I'll  take  away  its  little  clothes 
And  keep  it  safe  in  bed. 


On  going  out  one  afternoon 

To  gossip  and  to  tea, 
I  made  quite  sure  my  heart  was  safe 

And  then  I  turned  the  key. 


The  other  folks  had  brought  their  hearts 

Dressed  up  in  colors  gay, 
And  some  of  them  were  acting 

In  a  sort  of  funny  way. 


I  thought  about  my  little  heart 
At  home  tucked  safe  in  bed, 

I  smiled  a  most  superior  smile 
And  then  I  turned  my  head ! 
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But  lo — along  the  open  road 

As  dewy  as  a  rose, 
My  little  truant  heart  advanced 

With  only  wings  for  clothes. 


Its  hand  was  holding  someone's  hand, 
A  big  heart,  strong  and  tall; 

A  gallant  heart,  a  handsome  heart 
Who'd  heart  my  small  heart's  call? 


We'll  build  for  them  a  little  home 

Amidst  a  garden  fair, 
We'll  place  our  little  hearts  within 

And  plan  to  keep  them  there. 


So  now  they  are  together 
We  know  they  will  be  good, 

But  how  my  little  heart  got  out 
I've  never  understood. 


'25. 


If  I  were  only  sure,  dear, 

That  all  your  words  were  true, 
That  you  loved  me  alone,  dear, 

Just  as  you  say  you  do ; 
If  every  kiss  you  gave,  dear, 

Were  given  first  to  me, 
I  think  I'd  ditch  you  then,  dear, 

You'd  bore  me  terribly. 
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The  Freshmen  roll  and  pound  and  swing 
They're  attempting  every  thing, 
If  yon  know  of  some  new  diet 
Mention  it  and  they  will  try  it. 
Frightful  odds  have  not  dismayed  them 
Susanna  Coeroft  swears  she'll  aid  them, 
Their  trustfulness  will  never  falter 
In  Walter  Camp  and  Dr.  "Walter. 
Since  they've  started  posture  classes, 
I  hear  they  flock  down  there  in  masses 
They  ask  advice  and  even  pray — 
They're  getting  fatter  every  day. 

Oh,  Mr.  Gallagher;  oh,  Mr.  Gallagher: 

Did  you  hear  what  came  about  on  Founder's  Day? 
Sure  it  was  an  awful  mess,  and  the  students  all  confess, 

Such  mistakes  should  never  be  allowed  to  stray." 


Oh,  Mr.  Shean;  oh,  Mr.  Shean: 

Is  it  the  early  singing  that  you  mean? 
For  they  had  a  pretty  tune,  but  they  sang  it  much  too  soon. ' ' 

"Who,  the  Freshmen,  Mr.  Gallagher?" 

"No,  the  Sophomores,  Mr.  Shean!" 
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(Apologies  to  the  "Little  Willy"  Series) 

Little  Speedy,  somewhat  tough, 
Treated  upper-classmen  rough. 
So  we  saw  her,  sad  to  say, 
Shining  shoes  on  Founder's  Day. 

Little  Riddle,  though  not  dumb, 
Would  persist  in  chewing  gum, 
So  it  wasn't  long   'till  she 
Got  her  summons  from  V.  C. 

Little  Maybank  was  a  goner, 
Couldn't  keep  her  apron  on  her, 
So  she  spent  an  hour  in  gym, 
Teaching  fat  ones  to  get  slim. 
(And  there  were  others.) 


College  H)trecton> 


OFFICERS  OF  THE  COLLEGE 

President _ _ _ Dr.  Emelie  Watts  McVea 

Treasurer  and  Business  Manager _ _ Mb.  William  B.  Dew 

STUDENT  GOVERNMENT  ASSOCIATION 

President _ _ _ Virginia    Stanberry 

Vice-President _ _ _ Helen  MacMahon 

Secretary _ _ _ Lydia  Purcell 

Treasurer _ „ _ Louisa  Newkirk 

EXECUTIVE  COMMITTEE 
Annie  Ford  Helen  Hill  Margaret  Nelson 

Mary  Marshall  Berenice  Hulburd 

DRAMATICS 

President _ Lorna  Weber 

Secretary _ _ _ Margaret  Hogue 

ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION 

President _ _ ..Elizabeth  Taylor 

Secretary _ „ „ _ Margaret  Nelson 

SWEET  BRIAR  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION 

President _ _ Ada    Tyler 

Secretary _ _ _..Mary    Marshall 

Treasurer _ „ _ Susan   Semrall 

GLEE  CLUB 

President _ Harrell   James 

Secretary _ _ _ _ „ _ _ Ruth    Pratt 

TAU  PHI 

President.... _ _ _ _ JKatherine  Hagler 

Secretary — _ Jane  Guig  ;ard 

PUBLICATIONS 

Editor-in-chief  of  Briar  Patch Marian  Swannell 

Business  Manager..... _ _ _ _ ....Eleanor  Earned 

Editor-in-chief  of  Sweet  Briar  Magazine. Martha  Lobingier 

Business  Manager _ _ _ Lydia  Purcell 

CLASS  PRESIDENTS 

Senior — _ „ ._ — Lydia  Purcell 

Junior _ _ _...„ _ Berenice  Hulburd 

Sophomore _ _ _ -..Cordelia  Ktrkendall 

Freshmen _ _ Gertrude  Collins 

VARSITY  COUNCIL 
Chairman _ _ Lydia  Purcell 

HEADS  OF  SPORTS 

Head  of  Hockey - _ Lydia  Purcell 

Head  of  Basketball — _ _ Louise  Carper 

Head  of  Swimming Thomasine  Rose 

Head  of  Riding _ _ _ Louisa  Newkirk 

Head  of  Hiking _ _ _ Ada  Tyler 

Head  of  Tennis „ _ _ _ Annie  Ford 

Head  of  Track _ Marian  Swannell 

HIKE  LEADERS 

Margaret  Burwell        Eleanor  Miller  Amy  Williams 

Mary  Craighill  Mary  Sailer 

RIDING  LEADERS 
Marie  Klooz  Virginia  Stanberry        Estel  Schopield 

Fredrica  Bernhard        Grace  Merrick  Phyllis  Millinger 

Josephine  von  Mawr 
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J.  J.  FALLON 


W.  M.  DOYLE,  Jr. 


J.  J.  FALLON  GO. 

iflortsts 

Fine  Roses,  Garnations,  Sweet  Peas 

AND  ALL  OTHER  FLOWERS  IN  SEASON 

Funeral  Designs,  Wedding  Invitations,  Etc. 
Commneoement  Bouquets  A  Specialty 


100,000  feet  glass  and 
ten  a  a  r  •  a  devoted  to 
culture  of  floweret. 
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ORDERS  X 

RECEIVE    IMMEDIATE  X 

ATTENTION  X 
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HAWKINS 

814  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 


Ready- to- Wear 
Millinery 


COLLEGE  GIRLS  ARE 
CORDIALLY  INVITED 
TO  VISIT  THIS  STORE 


PALACE 


OF 


SWEETS  I 

x 

STANDS  X 

FOR  PURITY  AND  X 

QUALITY  X 

X 
X 

X 
X 

X 

ft 

X 
X 

% 

I 

X 

X 


You  Will  Find  Everything  You 

Want  at  Our  Store  from 

Soup  to  Nuts 


MEET  YOUR  FRIENDS  HERE 

ACROSS   FROM  CARROLL 

HOTEL 


X 

X 
X 
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«f  2 

a?  2 

|  REMEMBER                                          J 

a?  x 

|  Craighill  &  Jones  f 

I  WHEN  SHOPPING                                  % 

si  2 

H  2 

*  5 


J^  ^"[T  Remember  we  are  perfectly  equipped  * 


Jf  :U  with    anything    and    everything    drug 

stores  carry,     c/411  those  simple  or   fancy  j{ 

J?  toilet  articles  for  better  appearance.                              jg 

k  i 

*  m]T  Whitman's  Candies,  offering  a  delight                5 

*»  ^JJ  which   other    sweets   cannot   attempt;                2 

*»  stationery,    and    accessories    of    the    kind.                2 

*»  Above   all,    SERVICE    so   pleasing   in   its               ^ 

*£  ability  to  satisfy  you.                                                        jj 

k  2 

5  use  our  sweet  briar  bulletin          £ 

J  BOARD                                               S 

1  2 

5  tfU  Meet  your  friends  here — make  this  your               gg 

t£  %&                                                                                                                                     gg 

IS  ^-     headquarters.     Use  our  store  for  your               gg 

fik  "^                                                                                                                gg 

$e  personal  comfort  as  well  as  for  your  shop-               gg 

fi>  "& 

jg  ping.     Everybody  knows  it,  so  do  you —                gg 

tg  or  should.                                                                         gg 

K  X 

JJ  £ 

2  c/4.n  Added  Feature — Ladies'  Rest  Room        % 
I  2 

%  2 

|  c^gents                                                                   $ 

K  ^S^              CANDIES 

i  2 
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X  St 

%  St 

%  Everything  That's  New  and  Up-to-Date  £ 

I  in  SHOES  and  HOSIERY  I 

%  st 

X  St 

%  .  St 

%  St 

X  St 

X  «-«•■•■«-  ,    .-,  * 


Full  Line  of  Evening 
I  Slippers  | 

*                                                        -  » 

x  » 

I  RUCKER-EVANS  SHOE  CO.  I 

Si  ^ 

1  810  Main  Street  | 

S  * 

I  THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  BUY  I 

s  * 

if st 

% ■    ■  % 

H  * 

x  St 

I     (FIFTY-SEVEN    YEARS    OF    SERVICE)     S 

H  & 

I  The  | 

|       FIRST       j 

I       National  Bank       1 

I  OF  LYNCHBURG  J 

|    Capital:  ONE  MILLION  DOLLARS    | 
I    Surplus:  ONE  MILLION  DOLLARS    I 

X  J* 

%  E.  P.  MILLER,  President  J.  D.  OWEN,  V.-Preb.  &  Cashier  § 

X  ERNEST  WILLIAMS,  V.-Pres.  J.  L.  JONES.  Ass't  Cashier 

$  H.  T.  NICHOLAS,  V.-Pres.  J.  L.  NICHOLAS,  Ass't  Cashier  j* 

1  The  Old,  Big,  Strong  Bank  | 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

|  SEND  ALL  YOUR  FILMS  BACK  TO  I 

I  FISHER'S         I 

i  * 

2         Careful  Developing,  Printing,  Enlarging  % 


All  prints  on  Velox,  all  films  tank  developed. 
Best  Possible  Results  Guaranteed 


Full  Line  of 

Kodaks  and 
Flash-lights, 
Athletic 
Supplies 


Golf,  Tennis, 

Basketball, 

Sweaters, 

Musical 

Instruments 


S.  O.  FISHER 


PHONE  1162 


1  1024  Main  Street 


Lynchburg,  Va.  j» 
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LYNCHBURG'S   MOST  MODERN 


Department  Store 


'THE  STORE  WHERE  YOU  WILL 


LIKE  TO  SHOP" 


Our  Motto: 


Courtesy—  Satisfaction — Service 
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1   Guggenheimer's  I 

s  s 

X  Si 

fc  * 

4|  TA  most  convenient 

^jj place  to  wait  for* 

|             you  where  I  can  f 

spend  my  time  look- 

ing  at  the  new  pret- 

I             ty  things.  £ 

I             ¥  I 

Ji'  * 

*  X 

V  X 

fc  * 

fc  * 

%  X 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


k  ss 

rAlmond's 

|    "  The  Store  with  the  College  Spirit  "    | 

%    % 

x  —     % 

t£  St 

k  i 

$                 MT   IT  has  been  our  ambition  for  J 

ss                ^j]   many  years,  to  supply  the  3 

Jf                 College  Girl's  every  need,   and  st 

j|                with  this  objective  in  mind,  we  5 

have  assembled,  this  year,  more  % 

beautiful   and    practical    things  S 

%                than    ever  before,  that  would  % 

ts                appeal  to  the  College  Girl's  Fan-  $ 

£                cies  as  well  as  to  her  Economical  $ 

senses.      Therefore,   we   have 

if                chosen  for  our  slogan:  5 

if  I 

|                  'THE  STORE  WITH  THE  | 

COLLEGE  SPIRIT" 

»■  st 

ts  st 

ts  st 

ts  x 

if                 STYLE  AND  QUALITY  WITHOUT  * 

|                                    EXTRAVAGANCE  £ 

If  X 

|   C.  H.  Almond  Dry  Goods  Co.   | 

If  St 

tS  Sf 
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x  * 

I  We          J 
I  VIRGINIAN  1 

H  2 

*'  2 

*  2 
x  x 

|  European                     | 

J£  5 

*  8 

|  | 

|  cTVIODERN                    I 

|  FIREPROOF 

I  2 

&  2 

*  2 
I  2 

♦  3 

tt  T                                             * 

1  2 

&u  2 

»■  2 

i  2 

*  Dinner           Parties  § 
|  Banquets                             | 

X  X 

X  X 

X  X 

x  x 

F.  C.  CRIDER,  Sec'y-Mgr.  | 

X  % 

X  X 

X  X 
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BALDWIN'S 

LADIES' 

READY-TO-WEAR 

MILLINERY 

SHOES 


%£ 


The  Famous 

SHAKER-KNIT 

GOLLEGE  SWEATERS 


812  Main  Street 


When  in  Lynchburg  Make  This 
Your    Headquarters 


Home  of  the  Latest  and 
Most  Refined 
Entertainment 


«£ 


Academy 

MAIN  ST.,  NEAR  6th 

Open  Daily 
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SNAPPY  SHOES 

FOR 

College  Trade 

We  are  on  the  lower 
end  of  Main  Street 
bnt  it  will  pay  yon 
to  see  our  styles 


The  Home  of    Brooklyn 
Styles 

Bell  Shoe  Store 


1109  MAIN  STREET 
"Quality  Shoes  for  Less' 


D.  B.  Ryland  &  Go. 

Incorporated 
809  Main  Street 


Jewelery 

and 

Silversmiths 

<& 

We  Solicit  Your 
Patronage 


M^^Mi«M^s4a*3e^^s«^3(S«3«M3«3«3«a4ati(a«3«^4a9M3tie3«Ma«MMae°««°4ieJ«ui«seia; 
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HARD  WA  RE 

We  Carry  a  Complete  Line  of  Up-to-Date  Hardware 

Electric  Irons,  Percolators,  Vacuum  Bottles,  Etc. 

cA  Full  Line  of  Universal  Goods. 

c^lINSLIE-MARTIN  CO. 


911  oTWain  Street 


Lynchburg,  Va. 


WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 
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CORRECT 
COLLEGE 
STYLES 


SHOES 
HOSIERY 

Isbell-Bowman  Company 


Bring  Us  Your  Eye  Glass  Troubles 


We  Grind  Our  Own  Lenses  and  Can 

Duplicate  the  Most  Complicated 

Glass  Without  Your 

Prescription 


WE  LEAD  IN 

Watch  and  Jewelry" 
Repairing 

NEW  WORK  MADE  TO 

ORDER  ON  THE 

PREMISES 

The  Best  Only 

Buckingham  &  Flippin 

913  Ma:n  St. 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 


Winfree-Strother 
Furniture  Co. 

(Incorporated) 

WHOLESALE 
and  RETAIL 

Furniture 
Dealers 


717  Main  Street 

LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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The 

Lynchburg  National 
Bank 

"THE  OLDEST  BANK  IN  LYNCHBURG" 


Capital  and  Surplus  $1,700,000.00 
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Lynchburg  Crockery 
Company,  Inc. 

China,  Cut  Glass  and 
Electric  Lamps 


1027  Main  Street 


D.  D.  MacGREGOR 


The 

PALAIS  ROYAL 

The  House  of  Fashion 

Ladies'  and  Misses'  Wearing 
Apparal 

Invites  especially  the  College 
Girls  to  make  this  their  store; 
and  realizing  that  you  know 
what  is  just  right,  we  shall  now 
have  in  stock  only  the  best, 
and  at  attractive  prices. 


1013  and  1015  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 


THE  PALAIS  ROYAL      I 


x 
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PRINTING 


SEE 


Brown-Morrison  Co. 


Incorporated 


Printers  -  Binders  -  Engravers 


PHONE  2-1-8-4 


718  Main  St. 


Lynchburg,  Va. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 

X  ~1 

X                                      Established  1890  St 

x                                       st 

x  The  Lynchburg  Trust  &  Savings  Bank  J 

£                       Resources:  $3,500,000.00  $ 

x                                                         »  5 

g                             "The  Bank  that  Pays   4%''  % 

*                       D.  A.  PAYNE President  * 

g                       R.  T.  WATTS,  JR Vice-President  $ 

If                       J.  R.  GILLIAM,  JR.    .     .     Sec'y  and  Treasurer  X 

g                       W.  P.  SHELTON,      Ass't  Sec'y  and  Treasurer  St 

X  2 

H 2 

x  * 

I  Footwear  of  Distinction  | 

X                                                                                                   ■  2 

g 5 

Jf                      Our  models  this  year  are  exclusive  £ 

g                      in  every  detail.     The  heels,  shapes,  g 

a?                      and    materials    are    the    newest   in  % 

%                      design.  5 

g                       ALWAYS  A  PLEASURE  TO  SERVE  YOU  g 

I         G.  A.  COLEMAN  COMPANY  I 

|  910  Main  Street                    "Foot  Costumers"  | 

I  I 

I  dArt  Department  I 

X  ft 

g                                    (IN  OUR  BASEMENT)  £ 

ft?  St 

x                We  invite  you  to  visit  this  Department  £ 

S                where  you  will  enjoy  seeing  a  fine  col-  £ 

g  » 

5                lection  of  Pictures.     We  do  picture  £ 

S                framing  as  you  want  it  done.  * 

GIFT  SHOP   (3d  Floor)  § 

Xp  HERE  YOU  WILL    BE    DELIGHTED  WITH  SCORES  OF  g 

£  ROOM  FIXINGS  AND  ARTICLES  SUITABLE  FOR  GIFTS  % 

I            C^CXJ//^€^¥^Q  Inc.  | 

S                        The  Best  Place  to  Shop  After  All  * 

x  st 

%  st 
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I-S-I-S 


THEATRE 

REPUTATION— The  reputa- 
tion of  the  brighest  stars,  of  the 
greatest  directors  of  the  most 
skillful  dramatists  and  of  the  larg- 
est motion  picture  organizations, 
is  vested  in  and  richly  expressed 
by  Paramount  Pictures.  That 
name  has  naturally  come  to  mean 
the  best  of  motion  picture  enter- 
tainment. 


Your  Christmas 

PORTRAITS 

Of  course  you  will  have  your 
picture  taken  this  year.  Fix  your 
personality,  your  likeness  while 
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Cbmtmas  1922 

Jane  Guignard,  '23 

Who  is  there  now  on  Bethlehem's  plains? 

Who  kneeling  where  the  Christ-Child  lay? 
Is  there  a  place  for  angel  hosts  to  sing 

Should  they  come  again  this  Christmas  Day? 

Oh,  there  are  changing  nations  since ! 

Is  the  heart  of  man  the  same  as  then? 
Is  this  a  brave,  new  promise  that  we  mean 

By  "Peace  on  earth,  good  will  towards  men"1 
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Gbose  Who  Watt 

Jane  Guignard,  '23 

jT  WAS  in  October  that  Frances  had  sent  her 
first  letter  to  Waring  from  Innsbruck,  giving  the 
large  Austrian  stamp  a  half -vicious,  half-plaintive 
thump  as  she  put  it  on.  She  had  sat  to  write  it 
on  the  broad  windowsill  of  her  third-story  hotel  room  which 
faced  all  the  drab  and  sleety  Bahnhof  platz  and  gave  a  wide 
view  of  the  high-up  mists  which  hid  the  Alps.  The  Tyrolhof 
was  an  enormous  square  building,  a  dirty  gray  inside  and  out, 
since  it  too  had  taken  on  the  general  dinge  and  atmosphere  of 
resignation  which  characterized  the  city.  It  must  once  have 
been  a  very  handsome  place  judging  by  the  generous  propor- 
tions alone;  the  large,  high-ceilinged  rooms,  the  long  halls, 
the  spacious  dining  room  with  its  side  of  solid  glass  where  one 
might  sit  and  see  the  snow-crowned  tops  of  the  highest  moun- 
tains. But  now  there  were  unfamiliar  figures  passing  up  and 
down  the  worn  red  carpets  and  strange  voices  echoing  hollowly 
in  the  bare  ball  room.  In  that  first  letter  Frances  had  said : 
".  .  .  All  the  way  out  I  was  still  wondering  why  mother 
thinks  of  such  unusual  places  to  get  altruistically  interested 
in.  Nice  would  have  done  just  as  well  as  far  as  our  not  seeing 
each  other  goes — and  your  singlemindedness  for  money-mak- 
ing in  this  probation  period.  And  when  I  naturally  am  un- 
reconcilable  to  the  delay  of  our  marriage  and  not  very  happy, 
there  seemed  no  point  in  picking  a  place  entirely  dedicated 
to  depression.  But  I  can  see  that  I'll  be  kept  busy  doing  some- 
thing worth  while  as  well  as  interesting.  One  determined 
foot  over  this  weather-beaten  threshold  and  mother  took  her 
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place  in  the  baby  food  distribution  and  in  relief  for  such 
cases  as  families  living  on  what  amounts  to  six  pence  a  month. 
If  you'd  never  heard  of  Austria  you'd  say  this  is  the  most 
dejected  town  you  ever  saw.  It  looks  like  a  bony  old  man 
who  has  exhausted  every  emotion  and  given  up,  but  has  a 
hard,  scaly  crust  of  bitterness  over  him.  Oh,  how  I  long  for 
the  hustle  and  Englishness  of  Pieadilly  Circus.    .    .     ." 

October  and  November  passed  with  the  tourist  population 
changing  constantly;  several  French  and  English  families 
and  some  Norwegians  and  a  few  Germans  were  spending  the 
winter  because  it  was  cheap  in  Austria.  Frances  enjoyed  the 
best  of  the  sledding  and  skiing  and  the  frequent  dances  and 
entertainments  at  the  hotels.  Several  times  the  hotel  was 
raided  by  townspeople,  jealous  of  the  comparative  luxuries 
there  and  demanding  milk.  Twice  a  score  of  French  officers 
came,  to  take  over  the  last  trains  and  the  last  sugar  factory 
and  the  large  dining  room  rang  with  the  noise  of  their  merry- 
making until  late,  the  Austrian  waiters  serving  them  briskly 
and  dutifully  with  not  a  shadow  of  feeling  showing  in  their 
faces. 

It  was  these  waiters  that  Frances  had  noticed  when  she  first 
came,  because  of  this  singular  ability  they  had  of  being  im- 
personal and  non-committal.  Perhaps  it  came  of  being  sol- 
diers. Halsberg,  who  served  them  at  table  and  brought  up 
the  chocolate  and  hard  rolls  in  the  morning,  arrested  her 
attention  particularly  and  she  wondered  how  his  face  could 
give  one  the  impression  of  being  a  mirror  and  at  the  same 
time  told  one  nothing  at  all.  He  spoke  English  fairly  well, 
as  a  number  of  them  did,  and  had  a  bright,  friendly,  almost 
confiding  way  about  him  and  alert  sweeping  gestures.  When 
she  tipped  him  with  a  twenty-five  thousand  kronen  note  a  tran- 
sient sadness  came  into  the  lines  around  his  eyes  and  mouth. 
He  said  he  hated  to  see  the  worthlessness  of  the  currency. 

"Do  you  see  any  chance  of  its  getting  better?"  she  asked. 
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' '  Oh  no,  miss !  Worse  and  worse  it  is  this  winter  than  the 
last." 

And  when  Prances  picked  her  way  across  the  deserted  Maria 
Theresienstrasse  where  the  shop  windows  were  rather  bare, 
she  felt  that  he  must  be  right.  When  she  saw  an  old,  old 
woman  dressed  in  rags  and  scraps  and  pushing  a  cart  with 
about  three  lumps  of  coal  in  it  she  wondered  what  it  was  all 
coming  to.  The  old  women  here  did  not  seem  to  have  wrinkled 
and  shriveled  into  a  thousand  fine  lines  like  the  French  ones, 
but  rather  to  have  crumpled  suddenly  as  if  under  one  stun- 
ning blow.  The  shutters  of  the  graystone,  forbidding  fronts- 
of -houses  were  almost  all  drawn ;  the  figures  on  the  fountains 
in  the  Bahnhof  platz  and  the  Margarthenplatz,  which  were 
filled  with  dirty  snow,  seemed  to  have  frozen  into  a  discon- 
solate droop.  Frances  thought  even  the  painted  saints  on  the 
facades  of  the  houses  had  had  their  hearts  snatched  out.  Only 
the  majestic  mountains  and  the  tall  city  tower  which  appeared 
to  converse  with  them  lent  a  pitying  benediction. 

December  opened  with  a  wave  of  bitter  weather  and  extra 
work  for  the  Englishwomen.     Frances  wrote  to  Waring : 

" .  .  .  I  found  the  most  pathetic  case  the  other  day.  An 
old  woman  of  the  aristocracy  which  is  passed  away  living  all 
alone  and  almost  starving  in  an  enormous  house  which  was 
bare  and  unheated  but  the  only  thing  she  had  left  and  she 
wouldn  't  part  with  it.  All  the  expensive  furniture  and  family 
jewels  had  been  sold.  The  old  lady  was  so  proud  and  high- 
and-mighty  and  irascible  it  was  almost  impossible  to  do  any- 
thing with  her.  And  yet  I  am  sure  she  has  a  genuine  sweet- 
ness underneath.  I  made  her  finally  accept  some  accursed 
food  of  the  accursed  English  common  people  and  some  fire- 
wood— but  she's  still  in  the  big  house.  The  only  salvation 
will  be  to  get  somebody  to  live  with  her.  We  have  planned 
things  for  the  children  and  have  invited  some  of  the  aristoc- 
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racy  here  for  dinner ;  but  I  want  to  do  some  good  that  will 
outlive  a  full  meal  or  a  pair  of  shoes. 

Do  you  realize  it's  almost  Christmas,  Waring?  All  the 
trees  and  candles  and  wreaths  and  holly  and  mistletoe  and 
red  ribbons  and  Santa  Clauses  in  London — even  Mincing  Lane 
is  excited  over  it.  The  screaming,  roaring  thrill  of  it  is  yelling 
across  the  continent  to  me.     .     .     ." 

Innsbruck  put  on  the  best  pre-Christmas  array  it  could. 
There  were  greens  tacked  over  peeling  plaster  in  the  Hotel 
Tyrol,  the  band  played  every  afternoon  in  the  Platz,  there 
were  special  services  in  the  churches.  People  in  general 
seemed  gayer.  Frances  noticed  however  that  a  definite,  per- 
plexed sadness  had  come  over  her  little  waiter.  His  smile 
was  less  spontaneous,  his  attitude  detached.  Once  he  brought 
sour  red  wine  for  lunch  instead  of  Tokayer,  once  forgot  the 
breakfast  tray  entirely.  One  day  Frances  could  not  keep 
from  saying,  "You  are  unhappy,  Halsberg?" 

"Yes,  good  lady." 

' '  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  to  help  ? ' ' 

"No,  miss — not  anything." 

But  she  felt  somehow  that  there  was  and  wanted  to  know 
more.     Her  opportunity  came  unexpectedly. 

On  the  late  afternoon  of  the  twentieth,  returning  from  a 
walk,  she  stopped  in  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  to  see  the 
Christmas  decorations  and  was  surprised  to  find  Halsberg 
alone  there  just  leaving  one  of  the  Saint's  chapels.  He  reached 
the  church  door  while  she  was  still  there  and  without  seeing 
her,  and  she  caught  on  his  face  a  distress  hardly  meant  for 
human  eyes.  Frances  did  not  look  again.  She  heard  herself 
saying  breathlessly,  "Halsberg,  tell  me  what  it  is!" 

He  started  like  a  frightened  child.  "Ah,  gracious  lady," 
he  cried  and  then  added  just  above  a  whisper,  "It  is  my 
sweetheart." 
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There  followed  a  strange  scene.  The  daughter  of  an  Eng- 
lish banker  talked  a  long  time  in  the  vestibule  of  the  empty 
church  with  the  Austrian  waiter.  Piece  meal  and  in  a  mixture 
of  German  and  English  she  got  the  story  so  ready  to  be  poured 
into  a  sympathetic  ear. 

Halsberg  had  been  before  the  war  a  promising  young  clerk 
in  a  town  farther  up  the  mountains,  the  girl,  Martel,  was  the 
only  child  of  a  farmer.  They  were  to  have  been  married  the 
year  the  war  came.  He  left  with  the  first  troops  and  had  not 
been  discharged  until  December,  1920.  Through  all  this  time 
he  had  carried  the  image  of  her — "A  love  for  her,  fraulein, 
hour  by  hour,  like  the  soldier  lives. ' '  When  he  came  back  he 
found  her  deeply  caught  in  the  general  smash,  orphaned,  pen- 
niless, determined  to  live  no  longer  with  the  friends  who  had 
given  her  a  temporary  home  out  of  charity.  Leaving  the  army 
without  money  or  work  he  was  unable  to  marry  and  support 
her. 

"Die  Schmerz  davon — that  time  hurts  me  now,  fraulein!" 
he  said. 

Just  at  that  time  a  German  manufacturer  sent  agents 
through  the  country  recruiting  girls  to  work  in  a  foodstuff 
factory.  He  was  taking  them  only  on  contract  to  insure  their 
staying.  The  mountain  people  had  heard  of  these  schemes. 
Dormitory  lodging  was  provided  and  a  wage  scarcely  suffi- 
cient for  food,  the  work  was  hard  and  the  contract  amounted 
to  a  temporary  enslavement.  But  this  was  no  time  to  pick 
and  choose.  Halsberg  found  he  could  get  a  position  as  waiter 
in  Innsbruck  and  considered  himself  fortunate.  They  de- 
cided that  Martel  should  go  to  Munich  and  take  the  contract 
running  from  Christmas  to  Christmas.  Halsberg  would  work 
and  save,  and  the  day  it  was  out  they  would  be  married. 

' '  I  have  the  letters, ' '  he  continued.  ' '  Many  letters.  I  know 
about  the  work  all  she  does  not  tell.  Ah,  fraulein,  ich  babe 
sie  soviel  geliebt !    I  saved  this  year — we  make  the  plans — for 
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home.  It  was  furniture  I  bought  and  stored  it — waiting. 
And  in  the  winter  people  from  the  mountains  would  come 
here  for  work  and  warmness  and  food.    I  looked  for  rooms." 

He  had  secured  the  promise  of  two  garret  rooms  and  put 
in  a  contract  for  coal  deliverable  January  first.  Then  rents 
began  to  soar.  The  owner  of  the  rooms  received  a  higher 
offer  and  promptly  accommodated  the  higher  bidder.  Unless 
supplemented  by  the  savings  Halsberg's  salary  could  not  sup- 
port Martel  and  him.  He  could  not  pay  more  rent ;  and  after 
searching  the  city  he  found  it  impossible  to  get  even  a  single 
room  or  the  prospect  of  one.  His  position  in  the  Tyrolhof  was 
not  to  be  risked  by  looking  in  other  towns. 

"And  Martel  sent  a  letter  that  was  all  rejoicing  because 
it  was  the  end  of  hell.  She  comes  on  the  train  on  the  twenty- 
fourth  with  me  to  meet,  the  priest  to  marry,  the  home  to  find. 
I  have  not  told  her.  I  could  not.  I  have  waited — prayed. 
And  I  have  a  love  for  her  that  is  so  great.  She  thinks  I  have 
everything — Ah — Ich  habe  nichts!" 

Frances  had  been  thinking  while  he  talked ;  she  remembered 
the  old  lady  in  the  empty  house.  Halsberg  was  like  a  child 
in  the  helplessness  of  his  despair;  it  seemed  natural  to  say 
convincingly.  "I  am  sure  I  can  do  something,  Halsberg.  I 
will."  And  then  womanlike,  "Have  you  answered  Martel's 
last  letter  at  all?" 

"No,  I  could  not.     It  is  ten  days." 

"Then  she  is  very  worried.  You  must  wire  her  tonight 
and  tell  her  you  are  waiting  for  her.  And  try  to  trust  me 
until  I  tell  you  what  I  have  done." 

Hurrying  back  alone  to  the  hotel,  (for  no  reason  at  all  she 
told  herself)  Frances  had  a  singing  in  her  heart. 

More  than  half  the  next  day  was  spent  with  the  haughty 
old  lady  and  Frances  was  surprised  afterwards  that  in  her 
limited  German  she  had  been  able  to  outwit  the  vilifying 
phrases  about  interfering  English  swine  which  were  hurled 
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at  her.  "Would  the  daughter  of  a  Von  Beirein,  the  wife  of 
a  baron,  take  in  her  house  on  equal  terms  a  kitchen-boy  and 
a  factory  girl !    "Would  she  the  niece  of  a  Von — ' ' 

Frances,  knowing  that  as  she  had  made  clear  the  advan- 
tages to  the  wretchedly  lovely  old  woman  of  having  both  care 
and  companionship,  she  was  secretly  glad  about  it,  wanted  to 
smile.  But  she  let  her  pretend  it  was  all  outrageous  tyranny 
and  was  able  to  move  in  Halsberg's  furniture  that  afternoon. 

On  the  twenty-second  and  twenty-third,  she  and  this  "wife 
of  a  baron"  who  still  grumbled  delightfully,  fixed  up  two 
comfortable  rooms,  renovated  the  kitchen  and  laid  in  pro- 
visions. She  finished  with  a  few  Christmasy  touches  and  was 
going  home  worn  out  when  Halsberg  met  her.  He  was  frantic 
again.  The  head  waiter  had  refused  him  leave  for  the  night 
of  the  twenty-fourth — "What  should  he  do — the  priest — " 

Frances  took  up  the  matter  stormily  with  the  hotel  pro- 
prietor and  won.  It  was  a  pleasure  to  see  the  gratitude  in 
Halsberg's  smiles. 

Everything  went  in  a  rush  after  that.  Frances  met  Martel 
herself  and  found  her  a  pale  sweet-faced  girl  with  fire  in  her 
eyes.  And  as  she  dressed  her  in  one  of  her  own  white  summer 
dresses  before  her  own  mirror  she  told  her  how  worried  Hals- 
berg had  been  and  how  happy  he  was  now. 

Frances  was  never  to  forget  the  wedding  of  the  Austrian 
waiter  and  his  girl  on  Christmas  Eve.  The  church  was  dark 
save  for  the  candles  on  the  altar  and  on  the  saints'  shrines 
and  very  still.  She  could  make  out  the  outlines  of  the  two 
figures  kneeling  before  the  priest,  the  stout  hotel  proprietor 
(a  violent  Lutheran  he  was,  too)  ;  the  frosty  old  lady  with 
the  last  of  the  Von  Beirein  lace  on  her  hair,  prevailed  upon 
with  great  difficulty  to  be  present,  though  of  course  she 
wouldn't  have  missed  it;  and  Frances'  own  mother  next  her. 
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Some  of  the  penetrating  serenity  of  the  snow-covered  world 
outside  seemed  to  have  met  and  mingled  with  the  shadows  in 
the  church.  The  feeling  Frances  had  was  like  an  ecstatic  ting- 
ling, like  a  singing  triumph,  a  sudden  radiancy  that  burned 
off  everything  in  the  world  but  a  sense  of  peace  and  security 
and  certain  knowledge.  It  was  as  if  she  stood  for  a  second 
in  Reality  and  found  it  beautiful  and  full  of  God. 

A  sleigh  tinkled  by  outside.  There  was  a  far-off  shout. 
Then  through  the  dimness  the  rhythm  of  the  church  bells 
which  began  softly  and  grew  louder  and  louder  and  were 
taken  up  all  over  the  city.  Louder  and  louder,  clearer  and 
stronger,  larger  and  purer.  This  was  the  night  men  celebrate 
the  birth  of  Christ. 


60  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 


acceptance 

I  am  yours  alone  today 

Yet  tomorrow  you  may  be 
But  a  pleasant  memory. 

In  the  past  my  heart  was  free 

Of  the  future  who  can  say? 
I  shall  love  you  while  I  may. 

4*    +    4< 

The  loneliest  things  of  life  I  know  are  three; 
A  loveless  woman  and  an  unsailed  sea, 
And  then  of  all  lone  things  along  the  way, 
The  first  chill  moment  of  a  new  born  day. 
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"XEbree  Bets  anb  Stetttf' 

Marie  Klooz,  '23 

OU'LL  have  to  pardon  me  if  I  am  ungrammatical 
and  unpoetieal  and  all  the  other  things  an  author 
shouldn't  be.  I  am  not  really  an  author,  I  am 
just  writing  down  a  true  story.  Besides  you  can 't 
expect  a  girl  of  the  mature  age  of  post-debship,  who  has 
devoted  the  whole  of  her  existence  to  intense  living,  to  account 
for  it  as  logically  and  systematically  as  if  she  had  planned 
it  beforehand.  If  you  don't  like  that  kind,  you  had  better 
stop  here.  Anyway  I'll  do  my  best,  and  you  might  find  my 
experience  profitable. 

"Jackie,  darling,"  I  asked  the  lounging  figure  sprawled  on 
the  porch  steps,  "how's  this: 

'Bachelor's  washing  wanted  to  take  home;  will 
call  for  and  deliver.  Can  come  well  recommended. 
Phone  Grant  4963'." 

' '  I  wish  you  wouldn  't  call  me  Jackie.  It  isn  't  a  bit  respect- 
ful for  your  future  husband,  and  besides  it's  most  inappro- 
priate.    Remember  I  am  older  than  you." 

* '  Yes,  grandpa.    But  will  my  ad.  suit  his  finicky  lordship  ? ' ' 

' '  So  you  really  intend  to  carry  out  your  end  of  the  bet  then  ? 
Hum,"  he  sat  up  and  rubbed  his  chin  thoughtfully. 

"Why,  of  course  I  do.  You  have  been  preaching  good 
sportsmanship  to  me  ever  since  I  was  too  young  to  run  away 
and  too  old  to  be  impolite.  Besides,  if  Carpentier  had  won 
you  would  have  given  me  my  leather-bound  set  of  American 
poets.    It's  only  straight  to  hold  up  my  end  and  take  in  the 


62  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 

bach's  washing  for  two  weeks.  Thank  my  great  aunt's  parrot 
I  had  the  sense  not  to  make  it  a  family  of  ten ! "  I  sighed  at 
the  prospects  I  had  escaped.  I  could  probably  lose  five  pounds 
at  that.  I  know  a  'deb'  isn't  supposed  to  have  to  lose,  but 
what  with  my  sprained  ankle  and  the  chocolates  I  consumed 
for  consolation  and  all,  it  wouldn't  hurt. 

"But  Betty,  love,"  Jack  continued.  He  is  at  least  ten 
years  older  than  I,  a  mere  friend  of  the  family,  but  because 
I  called  him  my  fairy  prince  when  I  really  thought  there 
were  such  things,  he  carefully  cherishes  the  notion  that  I  will 
marry  him  one  day,  but  he'll  see.  "Betty,  love,  you  haven't 
forgotten  our  dandy  house-party  at  the  lake,  how  will  you 
manage  the  wash?  Besides,  you  know  Aunt  Susan  will  never 
allow—" 

"I  don't  know  how  I'll  manage  the  wash,"  I  interrupted 
coolly.  Jack  has  the  annoying  habit  of  thinking  I  should 
mind  Aunt  Susan  in  every  little  thing.  Goodness  knows  a 
girl  could  never  get  anywhere  or  do  anything  if  she  had  to 
ask  old  maid  aunts  beforehand,  especially  the  "now-when-I- 
was-a-girl"  kind.  It  is  enough  trouble  explaining  when  it's 
all  over,  without  walking  into  the  fire  with  your  eyes  open. 
I  thought  a  minute.  "Anyway,  Aunt  Susan  won't  prevent 
me,  I  will  manage  her.  You  run  along  and  put  the  ad.  in  the 
dailies,  and  the  nightlies  too.     There's  a  nice  Jackie." 

He  made  a  face  at  me  and  went  down  the  drive.  I  sat  on 
the  railing  thinking.  Why  I  ever  let  Jack  persuade  me  into 
taking  washing  I  can't  recall,  except  that  he  thinks  he  knows 
it  all  about  boxing  and  prize-fighting — even  if  he  does,  I  don't 
like  his  way  of  letting  the  world  know.  He  knows  it  always 
peeves  me  and  he  just  exasperated  me  until  I  bet  on  Car- 
pentier. 

I  had  never  washed  a  thing  in  my  life  except  doll  clothes, 
and  they  were  washed  in  a  mud-puddle.  I  would  probably 
get  into  a  beautiful  row  with  Aunt  Susan,  and  Uncle  Tommy 
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would  have  to  rescue  me  as  usual.  They  aren't  my  real  folks ; 
Uncle  Tommy  is  just  my  guardian  and  Aunt  Susan's  his  sis- 
ter. I  am  the  sole  bloom  left  on  the  Carter  bush  and  have 
been  with  the  old  dears  ever  since  I  was  nine,  must  be  at  least 
nine  or  ten  years  now. 

That  made  me  realize  how  old  I  was  getting.  Nothing  to 
it,  I  must  get  a  husband.  Here  I  had  been  out  at  least  six 
months  and  had  had  three  proposals,  only  one  of  which  was 
anywhere  near  eligible.  I  am  not  beautiful  by  far,  but  I  have 
nice  brown  eyes  and  curly  bobbed  hair.  My  skin  tans  beauti- 
fully and  I  never  have  a  freckle.  That's  why  I  should  have 
to  make  the  best  of  my  time  this  summer.  I  do  look  nice  in 
a  bathing  suit  and  have  enough  charm  to  sustain  any  favor- 
able impression.  After  this  mental  inventory  I  went  into  the 
house  to  prepare  Aunt  Susan  for  the  coming  storm.  I  met 
her  on  the  stairs  and  she  looked  rather  forbidding,  so  I  post- 
poned it,  and  went  up  to  put  on  my  tennis  things. 

You  can  imagine  my  excitement  when  a  couple  of  days  later 
by  pure  accident,  I  overheard  Marie  telling  someone  on  the 
phone  that  no  one  took  in  washing.  I  had  just  enough  sense 
to  grab  the  phone  and  say  in  my  sweetest  voice,  "What  did 
you  want?"  The  most  heavenly  baritone  drawled  enticingly 
"would  the  person  who  took  in  washing  please  call  at  No.  6027 
Union  Arcade  that  noon  for  an  interview,  and,  oh  yes,  bring 
references?"  I  was  too  excited  for  more  than  a  faint  "yes." 
Then  he  hung  up. 

Marie  was  standing  with  her  mouth  open.  Marie  is  Aunt 
Susan's  maid  who  grew  up  with  her.  She  is  almost  as  much 
fun  to  shock  as  poor,  dear  Auntie,  so  I  told  her  about  the  bet. 
In  the  very  midst  of  it  in  walked  Aunt  Susan,  and  I  had  to 
begin  all  over  again. 

Aunt  Susan  fretted  and  fumed  and  fairly  bubbled  over 
with  rage  at  "the  preposterousness  of  a  Carter  taking  in 
washing."     Why  I  was  endangering  my  social  position  and 
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goodness  knows  what  might  happen  to  me.  The  lucky  thought 
came  that  I  might  use  Marie  as  a  chaperon  when  I  went  to  the 
interview.  Gradually  Aunt  Susan  subsided,  consented  to  my 
going,  and  actually  wrote  my  references.  I'll  say  I'm  a 
diplomat. 

On  my  way  down  I  told  Marie  that  there  had  been  a  large 
number  of  motors  stolen,  the  thefts  were  becoming  more  fre- 
quent every  day — which  was  partly  true.  I  made  her  see  that 
it  was  clearly  her  duty  to  stay  with  the  car  when  I  went  into 
the  Arcade,  so  nobody  would  take  it  while  we  were  gone. 

No.  6027  said  "Private"  and  I  didn't  know  whether  to 
enter  or  not.  As  I  hesitated,  the  door  opened  and  there  he 
was,  the  man  with  the  divine  baritone.  He  just  matched  his 
voice;  tall,  athletic,  tanned,  square  chin,  blue-black  mop  of 
hair  and  the  most  wonderful  blue  eyes !  I  am  death  on  blue 
eyes,  anyway. 

"Can  I  do  anything  for  you?"  he  asked  politely.  It  was 
plain  he  thought  I  had  mistaken  the  office. 

"I  came  about  the  washing,  sir,"  I  said  with  ill-concealed 
admiration.  Now  any  fool  knows  that  it  is  bad  policy  to  let 
a  man  know  that  you  admire  him — they  are  hopelessly  con- 
ceited. I  can  usually  control  myself  to  the  very  essence  of 
Iceland  on  first  meetings,  but  this  was  different.  I  handed 
him  the  references.  He  was  surprised,  but  took  them  without 
any  comment  and  read  them  through. 

"These  will  do.  I  brought  the  clothes  to  the  office  this 
morning,  hoping  that  you  could  take  them  with  you.  When 
may  I  have  the  washing  back?" 

"This  is  Saturday.     I'll  bring  it  Wednesday." 

He  nodded.  I  took  the  suit  case  he  designated  and  went 
out.  It  was  not  until  I  was  half  way  home  that  I  discovered 
that  evidently  he  was  flustered  too,  for  he  had  forgotten  to 
ask  how  much  I  charged  and  to  tell  me  where  to  take  the 
clothes. 
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How  I  got  through  that  first  batch  of  clothes  is  a  miracle. 
I  would  never  have  managed  it,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the 
timely  directions  of  Clara,  the  cook.  Jack  was  on  hand  to  see 
that  I  did  everything  myself.  I  could  have  killed  him  for 
that.  He  was  so  priggy  about  it.  Thank  heavens,  we  had  a 
washing  machine  and  a  mangle.  I  noticed  one  of  the  socks 
had  a  hole  in  it,  so  I  sewed  it  up.  I  would  have  darned  it, 
but  Marie  didn't  tell  me  what  I  had  done  until  the  sock  was 
finished.  I  sewed  several  buttons  on  too.  They  didn't  always 
match  the  others  on  the — er — -different  articles,  but  they  were 
the  best  I  could  find.  You  know  I  had  fallen  hard  when  I 
went  that  far. 

Jack  drove  down  to  the  Arcade  with  me  Wednesday  and 
teased  me  about  it  unmercifully.  He  told  me  that  he  couldn't 
stay  at  my  house-party,  for  he  was  called  to  Niagara  on  busi- 
ness. For  revenge  I  told  him  that  he  needn't  come  at  all,  that 
I'd  ask  my  bach  in  his  place. 

"Bet  you  don't  dare,"  he  teased  me,  never  thinking  I'd 
take  him  up. 

"Bet  you  that  set  of  volumes  that  I  lost  last  time  against 
anything  you  say. ' '  I  never  can  take  a  dare.  He  was  stunned. 
I  fairly  beamed  with  my  success. 

"Betty,  love,  have  you  lost  your  mind;  asking  an  uncouth 
stranger,  a  rank  outsider  to  our  party.  He  won't  accept 
anyway. ' ' 

"I'll  make  him  accept,  just  leave  it  to  Beatrice."  I  didn't 
dream  he'd  take  me  up  on  it.  It  was  sort  of  risky  asking  a 
stranger ;  you  could  never  tell  how  he  'd  go  with  the  crowd, 
but  I  never  retreat. 

' '  All  right,  a  set  of  your  volumes  if  he  comes  and  you  marry 
me  in  the  fall  if  he  doesn't,"  he  said  glibly.  I  gulped  and 
nearly  hit  a  passing  wagon  in  my  excitement.  The  idea  of 
his  expecting  me  to  marry  a  mere  friend  of  the  family,  who 
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wasn't  even  eligible.  I  should  have  known  there  was  some 
ulterior  motive.     He  noticed  my  excitement. 

"Is  it  a  go?"  he  asked.  I  gulped  again  and  nodded,  ex- 
tending my  right  hand  vaguely,  keeping  one  eye  out  for  a 
speed  cop  as  I  hurried  to  cover  my  confession. 

"It's  a  go,"  I  said,  and  we  shook  hands  on  it.  The  poor 
dear  was  more  than  delighted.     It  was  pathetic. 

Just  then  we  arrived  at  the  Union  Arcade.  Jack  waited  in 
the  car  while  I  took  the  washing  upstairs.  As  I  entered  the 
office,  he  rose  to  meet  me.  I  had  dressed  with  particular  care 
hoping  to  catch  a  less  indifferent  glance.  I  flatter  myself  that 
I  wasn't  a  sore  to  the  eye.  I  placed  the  suit  case  by  his  desk 
and  adjusted  my  hat. 

"It  was  some  job,  sir.  Some  buttons  come  off  in  the  wash; 
a  sock  needed  mending  too.  I  fixed  them;  no  extra  charge. 
It  amounts  to  $3.50."  It  would  buy  my  lunch  and  a  ticket 
for  the  matinee,  if  Jack  didn't  treat. 

A  messenger  boy  appeared  and  gave  him  a  telegram.  He 
pardoned  himself  and  read  it,  then  threw  it  into  the  waste 
basket. 

"I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  he  said  impassively, 
taking  out  his  bill-fold,  "but  I  won't  need  your  services  for 
a  couple  of  weeks.    My  vacation  begins  today." 

"What  do  you  have  to  have  it  now  for?  I  shall  have  to 
go  through  the  process  of  finding  another  bach — I  mean  an- 
other washing.  I  won't  be  able  to  do  yours  next  month 
either,"  I  sighed  disappointedly. 

"Umm,  I  am  very  sorry  if  it  will  inconvenience  you  in 
any  way.  I  had  planned  on  the  first  two  weeks  of  August, 
and  they  just  changed  me  yesterday.  I  wired  for  accommo- 
dations where  I  usually  go,  but  this  telegram  says  everything 
is  taken.     I  might  have  to  stay  home  after  all." 


The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine  67 

This  was  a  gift  from  the  gods.  Indeed  it  was  too  good  to 
be  true.  I  nearly  staggered  from  joy.  He  had  played  right 
into  my  hands,  my  words  trembled  out. 

"Mr.— Mr." 

"Brown,  Larry  Brown,"  he  supplied.  I  almost  gasped  in 
astonishment.  So  this  was  the  famous  girl-hater,  the  rich  and 
otherwise  very  eligible  T.  Lawrence  Brown.  I  nearly  lost  my 
speech. 

"Mr.  Brown,  I  know  the  very  thing!  We  are  having  a 
house-party  this  week-end  at  our  cottage  'Idle-ease,'  on  Lake 
Erie.  We  would  love  to  have  you  come  and  join  us.  In  fact 
one  of  the  party,  Jack  Robinson,  finds  at  the  last  minute  he 
can't  come.  You  really  wouldn't  inconvenience  us  in  any 
way,  but  would  help  complete  the  party.  Please  come,  we 
will  do  our  best  to  entertain  you — and  I  could  do  your  wash- 
ing same  as  ever." 

His  eyebrows  went  up  in  amazement.  I  know  he  was  won- 
dering how  a  washerwoman  could  have  a  summer  cottage,  and 
how  he  could  tell  his  friends  he  was  going  there  for  a  house- 
party.  He  didn't  look  a  bit  like  refusing  though,  just  sort 
of  doubtful. 

"Do  you  think  you  could  possibly  arrange  to  come?"  I 
continued  breathlessly,  not  giving  him  time  to  think  up  a 
reason  why  he  shouldn't,  "I'll  look  in  the  neighborhood  for 
a  room  if  you  care  to  spend  the  rest  of  your  vacation  there. ' ' 

"Really,  Miss  Carter,"  he  replied  evenly — I  didn't  stop  to 
wonder  then  how  he  knew  my  real  name — "you  have  quite 
surprised  me.  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  help  me  out,  and  I  'm 
glad  that  I  am  helping  you  at  the  same  time.  I  would  like 
to  come  very  much." 

"That's  great!  Take  the  11  o'clock  P.  &  L.  E.  Friday  to 
Erie,  Pa.  I  will  meet  you  there  with  the  car."  I  removed 
the  money  joyfully  from  his  outstretched  hand  and  ran  out 
the  door  before  he  could  change  his  mind. 
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Jack  was  raging  when  I  told  him  that  Larry  Brown  was 
really  corning  and  going  to  take  his  place  (I  mean  Jack's). 
I  made  him  drive  around  to  Wells'  and  select  the  volumes 
right  away;  he  did  it  meekly  enough.  I  was  in  the  seventh 
heaven  all  right,  for  I  knew  the  other  debs  would  be  green 
with  envy  when  they  read  about  my  roping  in  the  famous 
Larry  Brown  for  a  house-party.  Even  Aunt  Susan  showed 
more  than  her  usual  faint  signs  of  pleasure  and  told  me  to 
be  nice  to  the  boy.  "Boy,"  he's  every  day  of  twenty-eight, 
almost  as  old  as  Jack. 

I  thought  over  my  party.  It  was  going  to  be  a  lovely  one. 
Helen  Saunders  and  Tony  Peale  were  on  the  verge  of  an- 
nouncing their  engagement,  and  Adele  Sadder  and  Bobby 
Tompkins  had  just  made  up  after  a  particularly  stormy  quar- 
rel. I  knew  I  wouldn't  have  to  worry  about  either  of  them. 
But  I  was  doubtful  about  Adelaide  Sanford.  If  there  was 
a  flirt  that  girl  was  one.  She  wasn't  pretty,  but  as  to  drawing 
men.  Cleopatra  couldn't  touch  her.  She  always  had  a  flock 
of  men  at  her  heels,  young  and  old.  You  know  that  kind. 
Just  now  Dickie  Taylor  was  so  in  love  with  her  it  wasn't 
even  funny. 

Anyway.  I  met  the  train  Friday.  I  just  held  my  breath 
for  fear  he  might  not  come  after  all;  but  he  was  there.  I 
went  alone  in  the  roadster,  so  we  might  have  a  nice  chat  on 
the  way  out.  But  as  we  were  going  down  State,  who  should 
we  meet  but  Adelaide  and  Dickie.  Adelaide  crowded  in  with 
Larry  and  let  Dick  ride  on  the  running  board.  Of  course  I 
had  to  turn  my  attention  on  the  driving.  It  was  distinctly 
unfair  of  Adelaide,  because  she  knows  as  well  as  I  do.  that 
it's  all  I  can  do  to  compete  with  her  when  I  give  my  whole 
attention  to  it. 

"When  we  reached  the  cottage.  Jack  had  stopped  by  on  his 
way  to  Niagara.  I  was  glad  to  see  him  for  I  knew  he  could 
take  Adelaide  off  Larrv  for  me.     But  I  didn't  reckon  on 
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Adelaide.  When  we  went  swimming,  she  and  Larry  went  way 
out  where  the  rest  of  us  poor  creatures  couldn't  go.  I  was 
furious  at  her  snatching  Larry  right  under  my  own  roof. 
Jack,  the  stupid,  even  tried  to  jest  about  it,  though  goodness 
knows,  it  was  no  laughing  matter.  He  even  dared  to  ask  that 
now  I  had  Larry  at  Idle-ease  what  I  would  do  with  him.  He 
is  the  most  irritating  thing,  he  always  rubs  me  the  wrong  way. 

Before  I  knew  what  I  was  saying,  I  burst  out,  ' '  If  you  want 
to  know,  Jack  Robinson,  I  am  going  to  marry  him." 

Jack  was  more  than  stunned. 

"Now,  Betty,  love,  don't  get  rash.  You  mustn't  say  things 
like  that,  even  if  you  don't  mean  them.  It  isn't — it  isn't 
womanly. ' ' 

Just  when  I  was  ready  to  calm  down  and  let  well  enough 
alone,  he  stirred  me  up  again.  I  can't  abide  references  to 
my  unwomanliness. 

"Jack  Robinson,  I  do  mean  it !  I'll  bet  you  a  trip  to  Hawaii 
on  my  honeymoon  that  I  make  Larry  Brown  propose  to  me 
before  twenty-four  hours  pass.  If  he  doesn't,  I  am  no  daugh- 
ter of  Eve,  and  I  deserve  to  marry  you  for  the  rest  of  my 
life  ! "     I  glared  at  him. 

"Whoopee!     That's  the  best  yet.     Done,  put  her  there." 

I  was  scared,  dreadfully  scared,  for  I  knew  that  I  would 
have  Adelaide  to  contend  with,  but  I  put  her  there. 

We  went  up  to  dress  for  dinner.  There  was  to  be  a  dance 
at  the  South  Shore  Inn.  Marie  did  her  best  and  made  me 
beautiful  with  the  aid  of  a  darling  new  evening  dress.  Actu- 
ally, I  didn't  know  myself.  I  slipped  down  in  time  to  place 
Larry  next  to  me  and  Aunt  Susan,  and  put  Adelaide  at  the 
other  end  of  the  table.  As  I  came  out  of  the  dining  room,  I 
saw  the  two  in  the  living  room,  heads  together  poring  over 
a  book.  At  least,  she  was,  I'll  give  her  that  much  credit; 
but  Larry — he  was  every  bit  as  bad  as  Dick.  My  heart  sank 
and  I  felt  dreadfully  dizzy. 
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At  supper  I  might  as  well  have  put  him  beside  her  for  all 
the  attention  he  paid  to  me.  He  wasn't  impolite,  but  I  just 
didn't  exist.  My  lovely  new  dress  ignored!  Jack  was  grin- 
ning broadly.     I  could  have  wept  with  shame. 

Bless  Jack,  he  insisted  on  taking  Dick  and  Adelaide  in  his 
roadster  to  the  dance.  Larry  talked  on  in  his  wonderful  bari- 
tone to  me — but,  ugh,  it  was  about  Adelaide !  I  was  ready  to 
bite  off  an  ear.  I  was  bound  to  have  my  revenge  for  this 
neglect.  I  decided  to  be  as  nasty  as  possible.  Where  was  it 
I  read  "Hell  holds  no  fury  like  a  woman  scorned"  or  some- 
thing like  that  ?  Well,  I  'd  show  him  the  fury.  So  I  told  him 
sweetly  how  Adelaide  dyed  her  hair,  and  her  mother  was  a 
chorus  girl,  and  her  father  drank,  only  I  did  it  artistically. 
I  expected  him  to  lose  interest  and  change  the  topic  of  con- 
versation, but  he  only  murmured  ' '  the  poor,  little  thing !  the 
poor  dear!"  until  I  could  have  screamed.  I  tried  to  explain 
gracefully  that  she  was  just  like  her  mother,  a  born  flirt  and 
pulled  the  wool  over  men's  eyes.  I  guess  I  went  too  far, 
because  he  thanked  me  coolly  for  the  warning  and  said  he 
could  take  care  of  himself. 

Then  when  we  got  to  the  dance,  he  just  rushed  her  to  death. 
I  was  mortified  to  tears.  He  cut  in  on  me  for  half  a  dance 
twice — to  be  polite,  I  suppose.  He  was  a  divine  dancer,  but 
I  wish  he  hadn't  cut  in,  for  any  girl  knows  it's  no  fun  to 
dance  with  a  man  who  is  continually  watching  some  other  girl 
over  your  head.  The  last  time  he  danced  with  me,  I  walked 
all  over  his  feet  purposely  and  he  never  even  noticed  it.  I 
could  have  wept  right  on  the  floor.  I  hate  scenes,  so  I  fled  to 
the  roadster  to  compose  myself,  and  there  was  Jack  smoking. 

"  So  he  won 't  fall  for  your  charms,  Betty,  love, ' '  he  drawled, 
letting  the  smoke  curl  out  of  his  mouth. 

"He'd  fall  fast  enough  if  I  could  only  get  him  away  from 
that  Adelaide  woman  half  a  second,"  I  barked  grumpily. 
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"Well,  it's  only  fair  to  give  you  a  chance  alone  with  him. 
I'll  ask  him  to  drive  the  car  home  for  me,  and  you  go  with  it." 

Things  turned  out  beautifully.  Larry  was  more  than  de- 
lighted to  drive  the  car  home,  thinking  of  a  tete-a-tete  with 
Adelaide,  I  suppose.  As  we  were  leaving  the  floor,  I  pur- 
posely slipped  and  wrenched  my  ankle.  Nothing  would  do 
but  I  must  go  in  the  roadster  where  I  would  have  plenty  room 
to  rest  my  foot. 

The  others  started  on  and  I  rested  comfortably.  He  had 
to  drive  slowly  and  put  his  arm  around  me  to  keep  me  from 
bouncing  so  my  foot  wouldn't  hurt.  Naturally  my  head 
slipped  to  his  shoulder.  He  has  the  nicest  shoulder  for  any 
head!  I  was  almost  asleep  when  the  machine  started  to  sput- 
ter and  went  dead.  He  climbed  out  and  puttered  around, 
trying  to  find  out  what  was  wrong. 

After  letting  him  tinker  for  an  hour,  I  mildly  suggested 
that  the  gasoline  tank  might  be  dry.  He  looked  and,  of  course 
it  was;  for  I  had  let  out  most  of  the  gasoline  myself.  He 
started  down  the  road  to  a  farmhouse  to  get  some.  I  hopped 
out  of  the  machine,  looked  in  the  pocket  for  a  knife  and 
slashed  the  front  tire. 

About  five  minutes  later  he  came  back  with  a  can  of  gas. 
Where  he  got  it,  I  don 't  know,  he  must  have  known  the  farmer. 
We  started  gaily,  and  plump,  plump,  plump  we  banged  along 
on  the  flat  tire.  The  poor  dear  climbed  out  again.  When  he 
saw  the  slashed  tire  he  started  looking  for  glass.  There  wasn't 
any,  and  horror  of  horrors,  he  saw  the  knife  on  the  step !  I 
had  forgotten  to  put  it  away!    He  looked  at  me  sternly. 

"Get  out  of  that  machine,"  he  ordered. 

"B — but,"  I  stuttered — he  looked  so  adorable. 

"Get  out  of  that  machine.  There  is  nothing  wrong  with 
your  foot.  You  are  just  faking.  I  don't  know  what  your 
motive  is,  but  something  will  be  done  about  this." 
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I  was  too  indignant  to  do  more  than  gasp.  Before  I  could 
utter  a  word,  he  opened  the  door  and  lifted  me  out.  He's 
so  wonderfully  strong!  But  he  plumped  me  down  hard  on 
the  grass  beside  the  road.  Then  he  took  off  his  coat  and 
started  to  change  the  tire.  He  made  me,  actually  made  me 
get  up  and  hand  him  tools  and  help  him  change  the  tire! 
I  wondered  at  myself  for  doing  it;  I  who  would  rather  die 
than  be  bossed  by  a  man. 

The  more  I  worked  the  sadder  I  became  at  the  prospects 
of  his  hating  me  for  life.  Then  I  thought  of  having  to  marry 
that  hateful  old  Jack,  and  how  he  would  tease  me  about  it 
forever  and  ever.  I  climbed  into  the  machine  and  burst  out 
crying.  I  couldn't  help  it.  It  was  just  breaking  my  heart. 
Larry  finished  putting  the  tools  away  and  crawled  into  the 
car. 

"For  heaven's  sake  stop  crying!  I  can't  stand  a  sniffling 
woman.  You  have  made  a  fool  out  of  me  and  spoiled  my 
whole  evening.  Devil  knows  I'd  hate  to  marry  a  woman  like 
you,"  he  growled.     My  sobs  subsided. 

"Who  wants  to  marry  you,  anyhow?"  I  said  crossly. 

"You  would  marry  me  quick  enough  if  I  gave  you  the 
chance, ' '  he  snapped. 

' '  I  would — not ! ' '  indignantly.  ' '  Who  do  you  think  you 
are,  anyway?  I  wouldn't  marry  you  if  you  were  the  last 
man  on  earth ! ' ' 

"All  right  then,  here's  your  chance  to  refuse:  My  dear 
Miss  Carter,  will  you  do  me  the  very  great  honor  of  consider- 
ing my  humble  proposal  of  marriage?"  he  mimicked.  My 
heart  fluttered  terribly. 

"After  due  consideration  of  your  honorable  offer  it  causes 
me  great  sorrow  to  give  you  the  pain  of  a  refusal.  But  I 
cannot  presume  upon  your  kindness,  though  I  break  your 
heart  by  refusing,"  I  replied  coolly.     He  drove  on  slowly  in 
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silence.  Nothing  more  was  said  for  a  mile  or  two.  Suddenly 
he  stopped  the  car  and  I  heard  him  saying: 

"You  didn't  really  mean  what  you  said  about  the  last  man 
on  earth  ?  If  in  an  hour  I  were  to  ask  you  earnestly  and  with 
all  my  heart  to  marry  me,  and  you  knew  that  I  would  spend 
the  rest  of  my  life  in  South  Africa  if  you  didn't — how  would 
you  answer  me  then?  Betty,  I  want  a  few  minutes  of  your 
time  at  two  o'clock  to  ask  you  a  very  important  question.  In 
the  meantime  let's  go  back  to  the  Greek's  and  get  something 
to  eat." 

I  could  hardly  believe  my  ears.  He  turned  the  car  around 
and  we  went  scooting  back  to  town.  Of  course  the  place  was 
closed — but  I  was  so  excited  I  couldn't  have  eaten  anything 
anyway.     We  went  home  slowly. 

It  was  two-thirty  when  we  arrived.  The  others  were  all 
excited  to  know  what  had  happened.  Larry  told  them  the 
dearest  girl  in  the  world  had  consented  to  become  his  wife 
and  the  reason  we  were  out  so  late  was  that  he  wouldn  't  bring 
me  home  until  I  promised.  So  that  was  how  I  came  to  marry 
Larry  Brown.  I  had  agreed  to  let  it  be  before  the  end  of 
the  month.     But  there  is  one  thing  more. 

When  the  others  were  in  bed  I  crept  down  to  the  pantry — 
a  nightly  stunt  of  mine.  I  am  always  starved  about  three- 
thirty  in  the  morning.  And  as  I  passed  the  side  porch  I 
noticed  a  low  murmur  of  voices.  Jack  and  Larry  were  still 
up  and  and  Larry  was  saying: 

"I  can  never  thank  you  enough,  old  chap,  for  arousing  her 
interest  in  me  so  cleverly." 

"Funny  thing — who  would  think  that  a  fool  bet  over  a 
prize-fight  would  lead  to  so  much.  Clever  introduction,  if  I 
do  say  it  myself."     Jack's  voice  trailed  off  in  the  darkness. 

I  nearly  fell  over  the  hat  rack  in  my  indignation.  So  that 
was  why  that  Jack  had  had  urged  me  into  my  bets.    I  was  so 
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furious  I  went  upstairs  without  eating.  I  resolved  to  tell 
them  both  what  I  thought  of  them.  I  made  Larry  wait  until 
fall,  and  go  through  all  the  social  functions  he  hated.  Poor 
Jack,  I  hit  him  hard,  but  I  taught  him  a  lesson  not  to  aid 
and  abet  designing  males  against  poor,  harmless  little  girls — 
like  me.  Larry  and  I  sailed  for  Hawaii  in  October  and  Jack 
paid! 
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Unberenq? 

Jane  Guignard,  '23 

Storm  wind,  a  drunk  iconoclast — 
A  scream,  a  boast — and  then  at  last 
A  maddened  ecstasy. 
And  as  it  fought  an  angry  tide, 
Tore  a  crag  and  flung  a  tree  aside, 
A  martial  pgean,  singing  past, 
Cried  out  to  me. 


Why  is  it  I  can  hear  no  songs 
In  the  breeze  to  which  belongs 
A  soft  humulity, 

That  comes,  a  fair-faced  cavalier, 
To  gently  kiss  my  cheeks  and  hair? 
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phantasmagoria 

Luise  Wolf,  '25 

(A  comfortably  furnished  modern  living  room.  Christmas 
wreath  hangs  in  one  visible  window ;  davenport  in  back  center. 
Mistletoe  hanging  from  center  candleabrum.  Sound  of  dance 
music,  softly  playing  in  the  distance.  Enter  a  masked  Colum- 
bine— slender,  blonded,  in  a  frothy  pink  and  white,  rosebud 
costume.  Drops  on  davenport,  a  bit  wearily.  There  is  a  slight 
noise.  Columbine  rises  quickly,  dances  lightly  across  stage 
on  her  toes,  hands  crossed  on  bosom,  as  if  in  fright.  Enter 
Harlequin,  in  conventional  motley,  also  masked.) 

H.:     "Columbine?" 

C. :  "Harlequin!  you  are  not  supposed  to  talk,  Harlequin 
is  a  pantomine  character."  (She  relaxes  from  her  toes  and 
watches  him.) 

H. :  "Nor  is  Columbine,  lady  fair,  but  perhaps  on  Christ- 
mas Eve  we  can  make  an  exception?"  (He  advances  toward 
her.  Columbine  flits  away,  he  pursues,  almost  catches  her, 
but  she  evades  again.) 

C:     "Don't  touch  me!" 

H. :  "  Why  ?  It 's  Harlequin 's  business  to  court  his  lady 
Columbine." 

C:     "Let's  talk.     Are  you  real?" 

H. :     "Of  course,  aren 't  you ? ' ' 

C:  "No,  I've  been  wandering  hundreds  of  years,  but  on 
Christmas  Eve  I  can  talk  with  mortals." 

H. :     "  Can  you  kiss  a  mortal  ? ' ' 

C. :  "Don't  you  know  if  Harlequin  or  Columbine  kisses  a 
mortal,  he,  or  she,  must  wander  a  hundred  years  more?" 

H. :     "  So  ?    Well,  shall  I  amuse  you  with  magic  tricks  ? ' ' 
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C:     (childishly)    "Yes." 

H.  produces  an  egg,  the  conventional  pack  of  cards  from 
his  too  large  white  glove.  He  then  makes  them  disappear, 
forgetting  to  replace  the  glove  on  his  long,  bony  hand.) 
"Could  Harlequin  kiss  you  now?" 

C. :      (pouting,  half  annoyed,  half  pleased.)    "Why?" 

H. :  "  Perhaps  because  your  mouth  is  a  rose-bud,  a  kiss 
half  formed  in  itself,  that  needs  completion.  Perhaps  because 
a  kiss  is  a  moment's  forgetting,  a  blissful  oblivion." 

C. :     "Just  the  kiss  of  a  moment,  to  be  soon  forgotten?" 

H.:    "Yes." 

C. :     (pouting  openly — angry.)     "No." 

H. :  "Perhaps  one?  a  kiss  to  Columbine  should  mean  noth- 
ing, her  dance  with  Harlequin  ends  thus,  you  remember?" 

C. :     (changing  subject.)     "Why  is  your  costume  motley?" 

H. :  "Many  years  ago,  thousands  and  thousands,  millions 
maybe,  Harlequin  had  no  suit,  and  so  each  person  contributed 
a  scrap.  And  from  the  pieces  comes  the  whole.  Perfect ! ' ' 
(twirling  on  his  toes  in  forgetful  pride  and  abandon.) 

C. :     "The  kiss,  have  you  forgotten  you  wanted  one?" 

H. :    "Oh  yes,  a  kiss — just  one?"     (a  bit  sadly.) 

C:     "No." 

(H.  dances  toward  her,  she  evades,  they  twine  and  pironette 
to  the  soft  dance  music.  He  catches  her,  just  under  the 
mistletoe,  whirls  her  high  above  his  head,  lowers  her  slowly, 
and  as  her  feet  touch  the  ground,  kisses  her  for  a  long  mo- 
ment.) 

C. :  (murmuring.)  "Blissful  oblivion."  (She  looks  up. 
She  is  standing  alone,  as  if  held  in  invisible  arms.  The  dance 
music  has  stopped.  Outside  the  chorus  of  a  Christmas  carol 
echoes  out,  sweet  and  poignant,  Columbine  rubs  her  eyes  as 
if  to  clear  away  a  vision.  She  spies  a  loose,  white  glove — the 
one  Harlequin  performed  his  tricks  with.  She  picks  it  up  in 
wonderment. )  Curtain. 
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smfca 

Celia  Marshall,   '24 

What  is  it,  your  Dadaism? 
Nothing  erected  on  nothing, 
Resting  on  chaotic  void. 
Tzara,  Arp  and  Huelsenbeck — 
Cubist  to  expressionist. 
If  the  future  lies  behind 
Then  the  past  is  yet  to  be. 
And  of  internationalism — 
Hobby-horse  and  dead  truism, 
Suicide  and  salad — Pate. 
Dada — you  annihilate. 
Obscene  laughter  built  in  day 
Verse  in  vacuum — painful  May. 
Rational  realism  here  defunct — 
Tin  and  plaster — laugh  Descartes ! 
Dada,  if  thinking  not  you  are, 
Ceasing  to  exist  you  live. 


IS  THE  "CAMPUS  QUEEN"  REALLY  DEAD? 

We  have  all  heard  of  the  Campus  Queen  and  most  of  us 
have  known  her  far  too  well — that  inimitable  chieftainess  slash- 
ing her  way  through  life  with  the  trick  to  kill  or  inspire  by 
the  mere  thumb  up  or  thumb  down  of  her  manicured  hand. 
She  made  her  own  definitions  for  her  own  vocabulary  (one 
which  was  largely  critical)  and  flaunted  them  triumphantly. 
"Collegiate"  was  a  term  of  withering  contempt — "activities" 
meant  the  cheerless  business  of  those  poor  fools  who  could 
not  have  a  good  time — college  spirit,  the  path  of  least  resis- 
tance. Around  her  clustered  satellites  who  followed  their 
prototype  with  fervid  zeal  and  turned  out  perfect  copies  with 
the  sharper  outlines  slightly  blurred. 

A  year  ago  we  erected  in  the  "Briar  Patch"  a  touching 
and  fitting  memorial  to  the  Campus  Queen's  decease.  Sweet 
Briar  girls  at  last  were  coming  into  their  own — giving  their 
college  a  purpose  by  their  loyalty.  But  alas — is  this  her  ghost 
returned  to  us — or,  too  full  bodied  for  a  spectre,  is  this  she 
herself?    Did  we  make  the  mistake  of  burying  her  alive? 

From  this  grave  where  the  best  obsequies  we  had  were  said, 
where  grass  had  sprung  up  and  where  flowers  were  being 
planted  row  on  row  there  has  come  a  contagious  stir.  There 
seem  to  have  come  into  being  not  one  person  of  regal  authority 
but  any  number  of  pseudo-queens  who  have  found  their  mis- 
sions hurtling  maledictions  on  the  good  old  word  ' '  collegiate ' ' 
which  has  again  become  an  outcast  leper. 
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Do  not  misunderstand  us — we  are  not  holding  up  a  book- 
worm or  a  rah !  rah !  college  student  as  the  ideal  for  Sweet 
Briar.  We  are  not  denouncing  the  otherwise  minded  but  the 
Laeodiceans,  the  luke  warm,  passive  nondescript.  We  want 
girls  who  appreciate  the  higher  things  of  life,  and  are  proud 
of  their  interest  in  important  things  as  well  as  bridge  and  a 
"good  line."  But  it  would  be  better  to  have  a  burning  en- 
thusiasm for  bridge  rather  than  an  undermining,  stultifying 
indifference  to  everything  in  the  world.  This  is  one  of  the 
most  exciting  times  to  be  alive.  Who  is  it  that  will  not  shake 
herself  out  of  this  lethargy? 

In  the  field  of  college  activities  it  is  the  faculty  who  can 
exert  a  positive  influence.  The  student  body  will  always  be 
responsive  to  their  interest — witness  the  demonstration  when 
Buffy  Taylor  announced  Dr.  Harley's  membership  in  ath- 
letics !  We  do  not  want  girls  to  have  prominent  places  in 
college  activities  who  are  not  academically  qualified  and  we 
want  the  faculty  to  see  that  this  rule  is  enforced.  It  is  in 
the  handing  in  of  marks  on  time  and  the  proper  interpre- 
tations of  rulings  that  they  can  help. 

But  we  were  mentioning  that  unpleasantly  familiar  figure 
stalking  abroad  once  more.  We  are  hoping  it  is  just  a  phan- 
tom but  since  its  ravages  are  so  widespread  and  disastrous, 
let  the  whole  college  rise  up  and  lay  the  ghost  of  the  campus 
queen. 
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Hn  announcement 

Our  youngest  class  has  had  ample  opportunity  in  the  short 
time  it  has  been  here  to  convince  us  that  it  has  not  only  a 
willing  spirit  but  the  ability  to  accomplish  things  as  well. 
Consider  the  harmonious  serenades  and  the  energetic  "jazz 
band!"  Now  comes  the  most  important  opportunity  of  all. 
The  magazine  is  going  to  feature  Freshmen  work  in  its  next, 
the  February  issue.  In  fact,  the  Magazine  will  practically  be 
put  in  the  hands  of  the  Freshmen  to  make  of  it  what  they 
will  with  only  the  supervision  of  the  Board  of  Editors.  They 
will  be  willing  at  all  times  to  assist  anyone,  but  the  ideas  and 
contributions  must  be  those  of  Freshmen.  This  is  your  chance 
to  tell  us  what  you  are  thinking  and  doing — the  college  wants 
to  know.     Show  it  that  you  really  are  alive  and  powerful. 

It  might  be  added  that  a  minimum  of  three  accepted  con- 
tributions to  the  Magazine  are  required  for  membership  on 
the  staff.  Contributors  should  therefore  sign  their  names. 
A  new  staff  will  be  selected  this  spring — if  you  are  interested 
see  that  you  are  eligible.  Next  year's  Magazine  will  want 
your  support  and  the  February  issue  will  give  a  singular 
opportunity  for  evidencing  your  co-operation. 
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^Dramatics 


Paint  and  Patches  has  announced  its  new  members  amidst 
great  excitement.  The  tryouts  lasted  almost  a  whole  week  and 
were  in  truth  ' '  trying ' '  to  both  the  victims  and  the  committee. 
The  aspiring  stars  waxed  eloquent,  tragic  and  almost  tearful 
in  turns,  but  left  the  stage  with  a  firm  conviction  of  failure  in 
what  they  had  hoped  would  be  a  brilliant  attempt,  so  cold 
and  inexpressive  were  the  judges.  Nevertheless,  there  were 
thirty-two  joyful  heroines  when  the  bids  for  the  two  chapters 
were  given  out  on  a  Thursday  night  some  days  later.  The 
list  was  composed  of  both  Freshmen  and  old  girls — the  latter, 
those  who  have  given  evidences  of  their  ability  in  past  plays. 

Every  old  member  is  looking  forward  most  expectantly  to 
initiations  although  the  same  is  hardly  true  of  the  novices. 

A  new  play  is  to  be  presented  before  Christmas  vacation  in 
which  the  new  members  will  have  a  chance  to  display  their 
talent. 
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The  new  members  are 


Ripplers 

Martha  Lobingier 
Luise  Wolf 
Eleanor  Cross 
May  Speed 
Elizabeth  Rountree 
Dorothy  Fairbairn 
Sara  Merrick 
Susan  Hager 
Dorothea  Reinberg 
Ruth  Aufderheide 
Martha  Woodward 
Martha  Bachman 
Helen  Jung 
Janice  McPherson 
Irma  Pritchard 


Merry  Jesters 

Kitty  Blount 
Margaret  Reinhold 
Dorothy  Goff 
Rebecca  Ashcraft 
Margaret  Burwell 
Janet  Carlson 
Helen  Richards 
Gwendolyn  Watson 
Grace  Merrick 
Louise  Fuller 
Margaret  Carter  all 
Nancy  Wallace 
Polly  Carey  Dew 
Margaret  Kreider 
Edna  Lee 
Charlotte  Alford 
Margaret  Elliott 
Virginia  Lee  Taylor 
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Zbc  J?»  TO*  <L  H.  Sacks  party 

The  gym  on  Friday  night,  November  the  seventeenth,  pre- 
sented a  strange  scene,  strange  even  to  the  eyes  of  the  initiated 
at  Sweet  Briar.  There  was  a  dazzling  array  of  costumes, 
enough  to  make  an  old  clothes-man  weep  for  joy  at  the  sight 
of  a  fortune  ready  made.  Such  strange  and  grotesque  com- 
binations, transfigurations  and  hallucinations,  never  seen  be- 
fore or  elsewhere,  were  here  displayed. 

The  mahogany  blotting  paper,  first  prize,  was  awarded  to 
Miss  Jean  Grant,  and  Miss  Louise  Carper  as  the  Briar's 
Bouncing  Belle,  received  honorable  mention.  Miss  Vonmaur 
and  Miss  Swannell  with  excellent  presence  of  mind  chose  the 
winning  number  in  the  lucky  number  dance  thereby  receiving 
their  just  rewards. 

Miss  Dorothy  Booth's  dancing  was  the  only  feature  which 
did  not  run  true  to  the  ideal  of  the  occasion,  since  it  was  most 
charming.  Other  attractions  such  as  sideshows,  gypsies  with 
their  magic  lore  and  novel  photographers  added  immensely 
to  the  enjoyment  of  the  assembled  multitude,  not  to  mention 
the  peanuts,  candy,  drinks  and  hot  dogs. 

— E.  M.,  '25. 
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Zbe  Sophomore  party  to  tbe  Seniors 

The  Sophomore  party  to  the  Seniors  took  place  around  a 
blazing  fire  down  by  the  Wind  Break.  The  man  in  the  moon 
was  smiling  his  best  for  those  gathered  there  that  night.  The 
Hallowe'en  spirit  was  very  apparent  in  the  ghost  story  so 
cleverly  narrated  by  Evelyn  Pretlow,  in  Giddy  's  jingling 
rhymes,  and  in  Buffy's  complete  ( ?)  hypnotism.  Then  Ruth 
Pratt  and  Lucy  Reeves  sang  some  delightful  songs.  After  the 
roasting  of  weiners  and  marshmallows,  the  Sophomores  pre- 
sented the  Seniors  with  a  one  hundred  dollar  check,  a  gift 
deeply  appreciated  by  every  one  of  them.  How's  that  for  a 
party !    Guess  we  have  the  Sister  Class !      — G.  H.  G.,  '23. 

<¥    +    + 

Gbe  3unior  party 

Anticipation  had  been  running  high  and  it  proved  to  be 
not  in  vain,  for  the  Junior  party  for  the  Freshmen  more  than 
fulfilled  our  expectations. 

The  first  surprise  was  the  invitation  sent  to  every  girl  in- 
viting her  to  a  three  ringed  circus  November  eleventh.  At 
eight  o'clock  everyone — from  the  knight  of  old  to  the  "new- 
sie"  of  today,  who  later  won  the  prize  for  the  most  original 
costumes — was  mixing  in  a  merry  mob. 

Grace  Merrick,  the  ring  master  announced  the  first  act  as 
"things  you  don't  expect  to  see  at  Sweet  Briar"  and  we  were 
surprised  indeed  to  see  Tom  Rose  as  Daisy  Williams,  Byrd 
Fiery  as  the  Strong  Man,  Muriel  MacLeod  as  the  ballet  dancer 
and  bareback  rider,  and  to  cap  the  climax,  Swanny  as  Elsie 
Dinsmore ! 
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Celia  Marshall  in  a  beautiful  and  hair  raising  sword  dance, 
Elizabeth  Pape  and  Gwendolyn  Watson  in  the  most  intimate 
of  modern  dance  steps,  and  "Mr.  Gallagher  and  Mr.  Shean" 
in  black  face  completed  the  program. 

During  the  intervals,  the  "audience"  divided  its  time  be- 
tween dancing  and  imbibing  "pink  lemonade." 

The  successful  party  ended  with  cheers  from  the  Fresh- 
men to  show  their  appreciation.  True  to  form,  the  Juniors 
had  given  another  "knock-out"  party.  — P.  B.,  '26. 

+    +    + 

flDrs.  jfrances  parfeinson  Ike^es 

On  Saturday,  November  eleventh,  Mrs.  Frances  Parkinson 
Keyes  gave  us  a  lecture  never  to  be  forgotten  by  those  at 
Sweet  Briar  who  are  at  all  interested  in  reading  her  ' '  Letters 
from  a  Senator's  Wife,  in  Good  Housekeeping.  Mrs.  Keyes 
is  interested  heart  and  soul  in  many  of  the  great  movements 
of  the  day,  among  them  the  pre-natal  and  post-natal  care  of 
American  mothers  and  infants. 

She  gave  us  brief  glimpses  of  her  life  before  and  after 
marriage,  of  her  struggle  as  an  unrecognized  author  and  her 
final  triumph  through  an  unexpected  channel.  She  drew  word 
pictures  for  us  of  her  life  as  a  governor's  wife  and  her  recent 
duties  as  wife  of  the  senator  from  New  Hampshire. 

Mrs.  Keyes  is  a  most  interesting  speaker  and  drew  many 
appreciative  chuckles  from  her  attentive  audience,  but  she 
did  not  fail  to  impress  us  with  the  undertone  of  serious 
thought  in  her  speech.  She  left  us  with  a  fresh  determination 
to  smile  at  life  and  thus  attack  and  conquer  its  many  prob- 
lems. 
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Concert0 

We  have  been  very  fortunate  this  past  month  in  having 
two  excellent  concerts.  The  first  one  was  a  violin  recital  by 
Miss  Elena  de  Sayn,  accompanied  by  Miss  Florence  Harvey. 
The  programme  opened  with  a  Handel  Sonata,  was  followed 
by  the  popular  Caprice  Viennois  of  Kreisler.  Miss  de  Sayn's 
technique  and  coloring  were  splendid,  and  Miss  Harvey,  who 
is  now  taking  Miss  Young's  place  as  instructor  of  piano, 
added  to  the  charm  of  the  music  with  her  delightful  accom- 
paniment. 

The  second  concert  was  a  piano  recital  by  Mr.  William 
Lindsay,  the  Scotch  pianist.  His  choice  of  selections  was 
excellent  and  the  descriptive  talks  which  he  gave  with  some 
of  the  selections  added  greatly  to  our  enjoyment  of  the  music. 
But  why  was  it  that  everyone  was  so  charmed  with  the  ' '  Raga- 
muffin,"  by  Ireland?  Was  it  perhaps  because  Mr.  Lindsay 
gave  such  a  vivid  representation  of  the  street  urchin,  even  to 
sticking  out  his  tongue,  the  traditional  gesture  of  the  ' '  gamin 
de  rue"  ?  Our  only  objection  to  the  recital  was  that  it  was  too 
short,  but  if  Mr.  Lindsay's  "aine  countre"  does  not  claim 
him  next  year,  we  hope  to  persuade  him  to  return. 

— E.  B.  W.,  '24. 
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Htbletics 


Basketball  and  hockey,  especially  the  latter,  have  held  the 
girls  attention,  since  Miss  Warner  left  us.  After  the  usual 
fast  practices  the  interclass  teams  were  selected  by  Miss  Car- 
rington,  Lydia  Purcell,  Head  of  Hockey,  and  Louise  Carper, 
Head  of  Basketball.  After  the  interclass  hockey  matching, 
the  Varsity  squad  was  picked  and  training  began.  Because 
the  hockey  team  was  so  late  this  year  the  interclass  basketball 
matches  will  be  played  after  Christmas.  The  teams  are  as 
follows : 

Hockey  Varsity  Squad 

Forward  Line: — Barry,  F. ;  Purcell,  L.;  Taylor,  E.;  Rose, 
T. ;  Millinger,  P.;  Merriwether,  E. 

Half  Backs :— Nelson,  M.;  Klooz,  M.;  Wood,  E.;  Bern- 
hard,  F. 

Full  Backs:— Chantler,  M.;  Klumph,  K.;  Wolf,  L. 

Goal: — Cannon,  M. 

Interclass  Hockey  Teams 

Senior-Sophomore : — Leiper,  L.  W. ;  Sailer,  L.  I. ;  Taylor, 
E.,  C. ;  Purcell,  R.  I.;  Merriwether,  R.  W. ;  Newkirk,  (Capt.) 
L.  H. ;  Agard,  C.  H. ;  Klooz,  R.  H. ;  Chantler,  L.  F. ;  Wolf, 
R.  F. ;  Cannon,  G. 

Junior-Freshman : — Hammersmith,  L.  W. ;  Millinger,  L.  I. ; 
Merrick,  G.,  C. ;  Rose,  R.  I.;  Barry,  R.  W. ;  Wood,  L.  H.; 
Nelson,  M.,  C.  H.;  Bernhard,  R.  H.;  Klumph,  (Capt.)  L.  F.; 
Collins,  R.  F. ;  Van  Cott,  G. 
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Basketball  Squad 

Senior-Freshman: — Forwards:  Ford,  Klumph,  Carper. 
Centers:  Mowry,  Moore,  Bernhard,  Rich.  Guards:  Swannell, 
Booth,  Keller. 

Senior-Sophomore : — Forwards :  Stanberry,  Whitlock,  Wolf. 
Centers:  Hager,  McGuire,  Taylor,  E.,  Jamison.  Guards: 
Chantler,   (Capt.),  Purcell,  Hogue. 

— M.  E.  S.,   '25. 

<¥    +    + 

flnterclass  IHocfces 

The  interclass  hockey  teams  this  year  were  very  evenly 
matched  and  set  a  new  standard  for  us.  It  was  necessary  to 
play  five  games  to  determine  the  winners.  This  created  great 
enthusiasm  on  both  sides  and  the  games  were  well  attended 
by  supporters  who  cheered  lustily  for  their  respective  teams, 
thus  adding  much  to  the  spirit  of  the  games.  This  year's 
teams  were  not  only  characterized  by  brilliant  individual  play 
but  also  by  the  work  the  team  displayed  as  a  unit.  This  year 
the  Junior-Freshman  were  particularly  fortunate  in  the  new 
material  found  in  the  Freshman  Class;  while  the  Senior- 
Sophomores  had  some  additions  from  hitherto  undiscovered 
sources.  The  match  was  most  exciting  as  there  were  two 
ties;  but  the  Senior-Sophomores  finally  won  by  five  goals. 
The  score  was  as  follows: 

s.-s.  vs.  J.-P. 

1st  Game _ 3 4 

2nd    "  '    3 3 

3rd     "      4 3 

4th     "      _.„ 4 4 

5th     "      _ _ 6 1 

— E.  M.,  '25. 
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X^ncbburs  College  vs.  Sweet  Briar 

At  this  game  the  spirit  on  both  sides  was  fine.  There  were 
many  rooters  from  Lynchburg;  and  almost  every  girl  in  col- 
lege was  down  on  the  field  to  sing  and  cheer  for  the  varsity. 

The  play  was  splendid.  On  the  Lynchburg  team  Estes  and 
Beard  played  a  strong  defensive  game.  L.  Stancill  showed 
us  an  all  round  good  game  and  was  well  backed  up  by  her 
team.  Our  forward  line  did  some  splendid  passing  and  took 
the  ball  down  the  field.  Barry's  runs  won  the  applause  of 
the  crowd  and  Klumph  and  Nelson  interchanged  and  played 
a  steady,  fast  game.    The  line  up : 


Lynchburg  Sweet  Briar 

L.  Stancill  (Capt.) L.  W Merriwether 

F.  Stancill L.  I Rose 

Fleming C Taylor 

Creel R.  I Purcell   ( Capt. ) 

White R.  W Barry 

Bell L.  H _ Wood 

Summers C.  H Klooz 

Moore R.  H Nelson 

Estes L.  F Klumph 

Beard R.  F _ Wolf 

Walton G Cannon 

Goals  Made 

L.  Stancill,  1  Barry,  2;  Taylor,  2 

— M.  E.  S.,  '25. 
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Blumnae  Botes 


Two  weddings  of  special  interest  to  Sweet  Briar  took  place 
in  Richmond  recently.  One  was  that  of  Margaret  Armstrong 
and  Conrad  Saner,  Jr.,  and  the  other,  that  of  Ida  Massie  and 
Braxton  Valentine. 

Florence  Westgate  was  married  to  Benjamin  Kraffert  in  the 
early  fall. 

Ehoda  Allen,  our  1921  May  Queen  has  announced  December 
fourteenth  as  the  date  of  her  marriage  to  John  Warden. 

Gertrude  Dally  and  Burd  Dickson  returned  for  a  week 
and  accompanied  the  hockey  team  to  Richmond  for  the  West- 
hampton  game. 

Alice  Babcock  who  has  been  visiting  in  Richmond,  will  be 
at  Sweet  Briar  after  Thanksgiving. 

Alice  Early  writes  that  "she  is  not  only  &.  teacher  but  'he 
whole  Latin  Department"  at  the  Teacher's  College  in  Vp  ey 
City,  North  Dakota. 

Ethel  Addison  was  recently  married. 
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Exchanges 


We  wish  to  call  the  attention  of  our  student  body  to  the 
magazines  which  have  been  placed  on  the  Exchange  Shelf  of 
the  library.  There  is  to  be  found  in  their  pages  much  of  in- 
spiration and  suggestion  for  the  future  improvement  of  our 
own  publication. 

The  Hollins  Magazine  and  The  Smith  Monthly  seem  to  us 
to  be  particularly  well-balanced  and  attractive.  There  is  an 
abundance  of  poetry,  essay,  and  fiction  in  both  magazines, 
things  which  are  too  often  sadly  neglected  in  school  publica- 
tions. 

The  Western  Oxford  also  is  a  very  readable  magazine, 
though  its  editorial  departments  are  not  very  well  developed 
as  yet. 

An  essay  in  the  Hollins  Magazine,  "The  Poetry  of  Alice 
Weynell"  is  very  attractively  written,  and  shows  the  results 
of  careful  study  and  a  real  appreciation  of  its  subject. 

Also,  two  poems  in  the  Smith  Monthly  seem  to  have  an 
especial  appeal  for  us.  "The  Garden  Pool  at  Night,"  is  an 
exquisitely  fanciful  word  picture,  and  the  sonnet  by  Sarah 
Riggs  shows  the  effects  of  a  very  understanding  philosophy 
of  life,  summed  up  in  its  closing  lines. 

" If  I  forget  distress, 

"Heed  not  my  joy,  but  give  me  pain  once  more." 
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We  gratefully  acknowledge  the  following  exchanges: 

Smith  Monthly,  Smith  College. 

Vassar  Miscellany  Monthly,  Vassar  College. 

Hollins  Magazine,  Hollins  College. 

The  Messenger,  Richmond  College. 

The  Western  Oxford,  Oxford  College. 

Brandon  College  Grille,  Brandon  College. 

The  News,  Emerson  College. 

The  Oracle,  Woodbury  Forest  School. 

The  Agonistic,  Agnes  Scott  College. 

The  "0.  Q.,"  Fishburne  Military  School. 

Martha's  Mirror,  Martha  Washington  College. 

Orange  and  Black,  Tusculum,  Tenn. 


94  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 


Gea  Ihouse  topics 

Now  that  Harrell  James  can  sing  ' '  Noel,  Noel ' '  strenuously 
before  breakfast  without  getting  mobbed,  we  all  know  that 
Christmas  is  coming.  T.H.T.  thinks  it  quite  appropriate, 
therefore,  to  give  the  Freshmen  some  advice.  You  see,  it  is 
your  first  year  away  from  home.  You  want  to  go  back  and 
make  a  good  impression.  If  each  of  you  will  practice  faith- 
fully what  we  advise,  we  can  easily  guarantee  you  the  acqui- 
sition of  two  or  three  fraternity  pins  and  a  much  lengthened 
correspondence  list.  Why,  May  Speed  used  to  write  to  twenty- 
one  men  last  year ! 

The  most  important  thing  for  you  to  take  home,  along  with 
your  sweeping  skirts  and  double  shuffle,  is  a  collection  of  a  few 
favorite  expressions.  Use  them  diligently.  (Notice  Edith 
Miller.)  For  example,  don't  ever  let  anyone  ask  you  a  ques- 
tion, "Are  you  going  down  town?"  without  your  stock  reply, 
"well,  I'm  not  going  any  place  else.  Try  this  in  many  differ- 
ent forms,  always  remembering  to  avoid  the  old  fashioned 
"yes"  and  "no."  Your  family  will  appreciate  "well,  it  ain't 
my  Aunt  Minnie 's ! "  And  all  the  town  heroes  will  fall  for 
"you  say  you  do,  but  do  you?" 

There  are  numerous  incidental  expressions  that  may  help. 
Try,  "what's  it  to  you?"  when  the  cook  asks  you  if  you 
would  like  waffles  and  sausage  for  breakfast.  Say,  "Please, 
do  you  mind?"  with  emphasis  frequently  with  its  implied 
sarcasm.  When  anything  is  quite  obvious,  "I  can  tell,"  comes 
in  awfully  well  and  if  used  often  enough  becomes  a  habit. 

It  is  advisable  to  have  a  few  so-called  southern  expressions 
if  you  live  in  the  north  and  visa- versa.  "You  all"  and  "I 
reckon"  are  so  obvious  everyone  will  expect  that.  So  have 
some  new  ones  ready.    T.H.T.  would  advise  you  each  to  have 
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a  little  note  book  of  ''Right  expressions  at  the  right  time." 
Then  you'll  never  make  a  mistake. 

T.H.T.  has  noticed  that  a  few,  oh,  perhaps  321  out  of  the 
322  girls  here  have  already  started  this  witty  repartee.  We 
encourage  you  all.  You  will  get  a  large  rush  at  all  the  dances. 
Everyone  will  want  to  break  you  to  hear  all  your  clever 
remarks.  What  if  they  aren't  original!  What  if  every  girl 
says  the  same  thing !    You  don 't  mind.    It  is  the  thing  to  do. 
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©bbs  anb  Enbs 

Now,  her  head  is  rather  light 

And  sometimes  we  really  fight — 

(I  am  madly  jealous  of  the  passing  throng) 

Still,  she  swears  that  she  is  mine — 

Oh,  she  shoots  an  awful  line ! 

And  perhaps  she  thinks  she  fools  me — but  she 's  wrong. 

She  is  not  averse  to  paint — 

And  she's  surely  no  one's  saint, 

(For  some  things  she  pulls  on  me  are  truly  rough.) 

But  if  truth  must  be  confessed, 

She's  no  worse  than  all  the  rest — 

And  she's  pretty — and  I  love  her — that's  enough. 

+    +    Hh 


u 


£bat  Xittle  (Same" 


He  told  me  that  his  heart  was  mine 

He  lied. 
He  said  he  never  shot  a  line, 

He  lied. 
He  swore  to  me  that  he'd  be  true 
And  love  me  just  as  lovers  do, 
I  told  him  I  believed  him,  too, 

I  lied. 
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IDacation  IDalues 


I  have  been  good  this  year  I  think 

I  never  lied  nor  stole, 
I  hope  my  Christmas  hopes  don't  sink. 

You  know  it  really  is  quite  shocking 
To  look  down  deep  into  a  stocking 
And  only  find  a  hole. 


The  old  mail  service  is  out  of  date, 

Messenger  on  the  shelf, 
He  finds  these  ways  inadequate, 

For  most  young  men  are  bold  these  days 
This  one  will  not  brook  delays 
He'll  do  the  deed  himself. 
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Marie,  I  think  you're  awful  slow," 

We  hear  her  gently  stating, 
'And  I  think  it's  time  you  know, 

I  always  like  things  done  just  right, 
And  when  I  say  I  ivant  a  light, 
I  hate  to  be  kept  waiting." 


She's  dragged  away  and  pulled  away 

And  all  because  of  a  rule, 
And  to  the  last  she  hears  them  say 
Cinderella — one  more  dance, 
When  will  you  have  another  chance, 
Why  do  you  go  to  school  f 


"That's  me  all  over,  Mabel,"  stated  the  Poison  Ivy  as  a 
swollen-faced  girl  passed. 
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A  HORSE  ON  THE  LADY 

A  flapper  bland  and  a  "Dapper  Dan." 

Were  sitting  out  together. 
The  moon  was  bright  with  silver  light, 

And  it  was  lovely  weather. 

Said  the  campus  queen  to  the  lizard  lean : 
"Life's  race  we'll  never  wreck." 
:  Agreed ! ' '  cried  he,  in  joyous  glee, 
"Let's  run  it  neck  and  neck!" 
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Comments 

Comments  on  this  picture  as  made  by  several  of  our  well- 
known  lesser  lights. 

This  reminds  me  of  the  spinster 
Who  always  looked  for  July  snow. 

She  wouldn't  have  a  Christmas 
Without  her  mistletoe. 

This  poor  girl  knows  less  than  most 

To  hanker  after  such, 
If  she's  had  experience 

It  didn't  teach  her  much. 

All  throughout  the  pleasant  fall, 

I  have  missed  you  not  at  all. 
But  oh!  my  dear  I  miss  you  so 

Here  beneath  the  mistletoe. 

I'll  be  waiting  for  you  alone 

Be  it  a  year  or  a  day 
But  you  '11  not  blame  me  if  I  'm  not  the  same  one 

I  was  when  you  went  away. 


Everybody  to  their  own  liking,  said  the  old  lady  as  she 
kissed  the  cow. 
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One  moon, 

One  porch, 

One  cushioned  swing. 

One  man, 

One  girl, 

The  usual  thing. 

One  clinch, 

One   (?)   kiss, 

A  heavy  line; 

It  must 

Be  good, 

For  it  works  fine. 

Each  night 

There  is 

One  change  of  plan; 

Same  girl 

All  right — 

A  different  man. 


•i"    4"    + 


A  ONE-ACT  PLAY 


Maid:    " Graperapples ? " 

Anyone :    ' '  Grapes ! ! " 

Maid:    "There  aren't  any." — Curtain. 
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OFFICERS  OF  THE  COLLEGE 

President _ Dr.  Emelie  Watts  McVea 

Treasurer  and  Business  Manager Mr.  William  B.  Dew 

STUDENT  GOVERNMENT  ASSOCIATION 
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Freshmen _ _ Gertrude  Collins 
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Chairman Lydia  Purcell 

HEADS  OF  SPORTS 
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J.  J.  FALLON  GO. 
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Fine  Roses,  Carnations,  Sweet  Peas 

AND  ALL  OTHER  FLOWERS  IN  SEASON 

Funeral  Designs,  Wedding  Invitations,  Etc. 
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HAWKINS 

814  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 


Ready-  to-Wear 
Millinery 


COLLEGE  GIRLS  ARE 
CORDIALLY  INVITED 
TO  VISIT  THIS  STORE 


PALACE 

OF 

SWEETS 


STANDS 

FOR  PURITY  AND 

QUALITY 

You  Will  Find  Everything  You 

Want  at  Our  Store  from 

Soup  to  Nuts 


MEET  YOUR  FRIENDS  HERE 

ACROSS  FROM  CARROLL 

HOTEL 


»^^ai^^M^r«^^^^^^Sf^^^o4^^0rti«^^^^0rf^%^ssQrf^^^^^i«^je^j«S33 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

'  *«  ^)  ^o  ^^  Wq  W^  Wn  ^^  ^q  ^q  ^q  ^^  Wa  ^q  ^t  ^C  *0  *to  *Tj  ^O  ^O  «^  ^D  ^Q  ^O  ^i  ^fa  »a  *Q  ^D  ^&  ^ta  ^t  ^Q  ^Q  ^b  ^Q  ^Q  ^Q  ^Q  ^Q  ^^  ^Q  ^^^^^q' 

x  x 

g  REMEMBER  J 

X  St 

I  Craighill  &  Jones  I 

*  WHEN  SHOPPING  5 

S  i? 

H  % 

^TT  Remember  we  are  perfectly  equipped 


§ 


^;J  with    anything    and    everything   drug 

stores  carry.     o411  those  simple  or   fancy  j£ 

*  toilet  articles  for  better  appearance.  S 

S  tfll  Whitman's  Candies,  offering  a  delight  2 
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S  jj  which   other    sweets   cannot   attempt;  S 

S  stationery,    and    accessories    of    the    kind.  2 

S  Above   all,    SERVICE    so   pleasing    in   its  2 

jS  ability  to  satisfy  you.  5 

X  St 

S  USE  OUR  SWEET  BRIAR  BULLETIN  | 

J*  BOARD  % 

X  St 

ma  m 

X  ff\{  Meet  your  friends  here — make  this  your  % 

X  h3  St 

jg  ^jj  headquarters.     Use  our  store  for  your  % 


si 
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fs  personal  comfort  as  well  as  for  your  shop-               % 

x  st 

ts  ping.     Everybody  knows  it,  so  do  you —                * 

X  St 

tS  or  should.                                                                            % 

X  St 

X  St 

%  cAn  Added  Feature — Ladies'  Rest  Room 
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J  exigents                                                                      £ 
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X  % 

x  Everything  That's  New  and  Up-to-Date  % 
I  in  SHOES  and  HOSIERY 

*  x 

X  X 

X  ==.  X 

I  I 

I       Full  Line  of  Evening       I 

I  Slippers  | 

I  ===  I 

I  RUCKER-EVANS  SHOE  CO.  I 

X  X 

1  810  Main  Street  f 

$  THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  BUY  £ 

*?  x 

X , x 

x % 

X  X 

X  x 

X  (FIFTY-SEVEN    YEARS    OF    SERVICE)    g 

X  X 

I  The  | 

|       FIRST       j 

I      National  Bank      I 

X  X 

I  OF  LYNCHBURG 

1    Capital:  ONE  MILLION  DOLLARS    x 
1    Surplus:  ONE  MILLION  DOLLARS    I 

X  % 

ff  E.  P.  MILLER,  President  J.  D.  OWEN,  V.-Pres,.  &  Cashier  2 

X  ERNEST  WILLIAMS,  V.-Pres.  J.  L.  JONES.  Ass't  Cashier  X 

*  H.  T.  NICHOLAS,  V.-Pres.  J.  L.  NICHOLAS,  Ass't  Cashier  j* 

|  The  Old,  Big,  Strong  Bank 

X  X 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

I  SEND  ALL  YOUR  FILMS  BACK  TO  I 

I  FISHER'S         I 

*  * 

j|         Careful  Developing,  Printing,  Enlarging         % 


All  prints  on  Velox,  all  films  tank  developed. 
Best  Possible  Results  Guaranteed 


Full  Line  of 
Kodaks  and 
Flash-lights, 
Athletic 
Supplies 


Golf,  Tennis, 

Basketball, 

Sweaters, 

Musical 

Instruments 


S.  O.  FISHER 


PHONE  1162 


*  1024  Main  Street  Lynchburg,  Va.  J 
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LYNCHBURG'S   MOST  MODERN 


Department  Store 


'THE  STORE  WHERE  YOU  WILL 


LIKE  TO  SHOP' 


Our  Motto: 

Courtesy —  Satisfaction — Service 
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M  [TA  most  convenient 
^j] place  to  wait  for* 
you  where  I  can 

|  spend  my  time  look-            £ 

SjS  2 

ing  at  the  new  pret- 

I  ty  things.                              | 
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|  "  The  Store  with  the  College  Spirit "  f 

*  .  | 
|  * 

*  ^TT  IT  has  been  our  ambition  for 

*  ^j]  many  years,  to  supply  the  j? 
g  College  Girl's  every  neied,  and  * 
£  with  this  objective  in  mind,  we  % 

*  have  assembled,  this  year,  more  $ 
J  beautiful  and  practical  things  g 
%  than    ever  before,  that  would 

|  appeal  to  the  College  Girl's  Fan-  8 

|  cies  as  well  as  to  her  Economical  j* 

S  senses.      Therefore,   we   have  % 

*  chosen  for  our  slogan:  st 
$  % 

|  "THE  STORE  WITH  THE 

$  COLLEGE  SPIRIT"  I 

*'  x 

*  X 

*  X 

*  X 

*  St 

i  •*  I 

I  STYLE  AND  QUALITY  WITHOUT  $ 

£  EXTRAVAGANCE  2 

|  C.  H.  Almond  Dry  Goods  Co.  | 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

X  St 

I  VIRGINIAN  I 
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|                     European  | 
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|                 cTWODERN  I 

i                 FIREPROOF  I 

I  i 
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i              ▲  ! 

£  5 

|  | 

Dinner           Parties  £ 

I 

Banquets  9 

I 

F.  C.  CRIDER,  Sec'y-Mgr.  I 
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BALDWIN'S 

LADIES' 

READY-TO-WEAR 

MILLINERY 

SHOES 


«£ 


The  Famous 

SHAKER-KNIT 

COLLEGE  SWEATERS 


812  Main  Street 


When  in  Lynchburg  Make  This 
Yonr   Headquarters 

Home  of  the  Latest  and 
Most  Refined 
Entertainment 


*£ 


Academy 

MAIN  ST.,  NEAR  6th 

Open  Daily 


SNAPPY  SHOES 

FOR 

College  Trade 

We  are  on  the  lower 
end  oi  Main  Street 
bnt  it  will  pay  yen 
to  see  onr  styles 


The  Home  oi   Brooklyn 
Styles 

Bell  Shoe  Store 


1109  MAIN  STREET 
"Quality  Shoes  for  Loss" 


D.  B.  Ryland  &  Go. 

Incorporated 
S09  Main  Street 
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Jewelery 

and 

Silversmiths 

We  Solicit  Your 

Patronage 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

I  HARDWARE  1 

%  X 

jt      We  Carry  a  Complete  Line  of  Up-to-Date  Hardware  <f 

j£  Electric  Irons,  Percolators,  Vacuum  Bottles,  Etc.  £ 

*  cA  Full  Line  of  Universal  Goods.  £ 

|  c>iINSLIE-MARTIN  CO.  I 

ts  si 

JC  911  cTVIain  Street  Lynchburg,  Va.  J 

£  WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL  $ 


CORRECT 
COLLEGE 
STYLES 


SHOES 
HOSIERY 

X 

%  Isbell-Bewman  Company 
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Bring  Us  Your  Eye  Glass  Troubles 

Winfree-Strother 

We  Grind  Our  Own  Lenses  and  Can 

Duplicate  the  Most  Complicated 

Glass  Without  Your 

Furniture  Co. 

Prescription 

(Incorporated) 

WE  LEAD  IN 

Watch  and  Jewelry^ 

WHOLESALE 
and  RETAIL 

Repairing 

NEW  WORK  MADE  TO 

ORDER  ON  THE 

PREMISES 

Furniture 
Dealers 

The  Best  Only 

<*!%?* 

Buckingham  &  Flippin 

913  Main  St. 

717  Main  Street 

LYNCHBURG,  VA. 

LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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1         "THE  OLDEST  BANK  IN  LYNCHBURG"  % 
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Lynchburg  Crockery 
Company,  Inc. 

China,  Cut  Glass  and 
Electric  Lamps 
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X  D.  D.  MacGREGOR 
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The 

PALAIS  ROYAL 

The  House  of  Fashion 

Ladies'  and  Misses'  W earing 
Apparal 

Invites  especially  the  College 
Girls  to  make  this  their  store; 
and  realizing  that  you  know 
what  is  just  right,  we  shall  now 
have  in  stock  only  the  best, 
and  at  attractive  prices. 


THE  PALAIS  ROYAL 

1013  and  1015  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

H  * 

|  FOR  SERVICE  AND  QUALITY              I 

I  PRINTING              I 

i  s 

$  SEE                                                          $ 

IS,  * 

*  x 

%  st 

fc  St 

*  X 

S?  el 

|  Brown-Morrison  Co.  I 

a  Incorporated                                          2 

*:  st 

%  St 

*  * 
If  X 

J         Printers  -  Binders  -  Engravers  3 

*'  * 

*  * 

x  st 

I  PHONE  2-1-8-4                              | 

I  st 

I  i 

i  i 

I  i 

|    718  Main  St.  Lynchburg,  Va.    f 

*'  2 

*  2 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

J  Established  1890  £ 

J  The  Lynchburg  Trust  &  Savings  Bank  J 

|  Resources:  $3,500,000.00  f 

J  "The  Bank  that  Pays   4%''  8 

J?  D.  A.  PAYNE President  5 

|  R.  T.  WATTS,  JR Vice-President  j» 

X  J.  R.  GILLIAM,  JR.    .     .     Sec'y  and  Treasurer  St 

jS  W.  P.  SHELTON,      Ass't  Sec'y  and  Treasurer  5 

% St 

%  St 

|  Footwear  of  Distinction  * 

%  Our  models  this  year  are  exclusive  % 

JC  in  every  detail.     The  heels,  shapes,  £ 

tS  and   materials    are   the    newest   in  St 

%  design.  st 

g  cALWAYS  A  PLEASURE  TO  SERVE  YOU  g 

|  G.  A.  COLEMAN  COMPANY 

|  910  Main  Street                     "Foot  Costumers"  | 

as — — st 

as  st 

|  cArt  Department  j 

£  (IN  OUR  BASEMENT)  2 

%  St 

as  st 

J  We  invite  you  to  visit  this  Department  * 

as  st 

as  where  you  will  enjoy  seeing  a  fine  col-  st 

£  lection  of  Pictures.     We  do  picture  £ 

•Co.  .  ■; * 

J  framing  as  you  want  it  done.  £ 

£  St 

I  GIFT  SHOP   (3d  Floor)  | 

as  HERE  YOU  WILL    BE    DELIGHTED  WITH  SCORES  OF  jt 

>f  ROOM  FIXINGS  AND  ARTICLES  SUITABLE  FOR  GIFTS  St 

as  st 

I  C^CZ^VCO^^^y^a:  Inc.  f 

%  The  Best  Place  to  Shop  After  All  % 

as  st 

as  9 
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REPUTATION— The  reputa- 
tion of  the  brighest  stars,  of  the 
greatest  directors  of  the  most 
skillful  dramatists  and  of  the^larg- 
est  motion  picture  organizations, 
is  vested  in  and  richly  expressed 
by  Paramount  Pictures.  That 
name  has  naturally  come  to  mean 
the  best  of  motion  picture  enter- 
tainment. 


Your  Christmas 

PORTRAITS 

Of  course  you  will  have  your 
picture  taken  this  year.  Fix  your 
personality,  your  likeness  while 
you  may.  Later,  a  hundred  and 
one  things  may  interfere  if  you 
put  it  off. 

YOURSELF  —  "just  as  you 
are" — speaking  from  the  portrait. 
What  better  gift;  what  better 
time?  Even  today  is  not  too 
early  to  arrange  for  a  sitting. 

Think  of  the  economy  of  12 
PORTRAITS.  THE  GIFT 
YOUR  FRIENDS  CAN'T  BUY. 

The  Bell  Studio 

c^/VIakers  of  Quality 
Portraits 

816  Main  Street 


|  DR.  D.  R.  PHELPS 
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Dentist 

1016)^  Church  Street 
Lynchburg,  Va. 


Office  Hours: 
9-12  a.  m.  and  2-5  p   m. 

Phone  1779 


The 

Popular  Price  Store 

914  MAIN  ST. 


READY-TO-WEAR 
cTWILLINERY 
DRY    GOODS 
SHOES,   ETC. 

X 

S  You  are  Welcome  at  all  Times  to  Come 
?>  in  and  Look  Around  Even  if  You  Do 
$>        Not  Buy. 


THINGS 
ELECTRIC 


WE  HAVE  ANTICIPATED 
YOUR  NEEDS 

A  Fall  Line  of 

Appliances 


<* 


Phones  1532-1533 


T.  J.  Burns  &  Son  £ 


710  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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|  The                         | 

%  X 
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Gbe  Mill  '©  tbe  Wi0p 

Gertrude  Hosmer  Fanning,  '26 

Happiness  is  a  Will  '0  the  Wisp, 

Maddening  in  its  elusiveness  as  the  sad,  sentimental,  sweetness 

of  crushed  lilacs, 
Weeping  with  evening  dew. 
Over  the  hills  and  through  the  dark  quagmires 
It  calls  with  the  voice  of  a  silver  cascade, 
And  trails  across  its  trodden  path  a  web  of  spun  gold, 
Coaxing  the  weary  pilgrim  with  torn  and  bleeding  feet 

To  venture  one  step  farther the  step  taken 

He  reaches  out  his  hand  to  grasp  the  intangible  haze  of  rose 

and  silver, 
And  hears  in  the  distance  the  Mocking,  Calling,  Luring  Laugh 

of  the  Unattainable, 
Pleading,  one  step  more,  only  one  step  more. 
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Changing  dfaces 

Jane  Guignard,  '23 

jjIOVETTA  dragged  the  old  grey  door  gently  shut 
behind  her;  she  was  afraid  that  its  scraping  on 
the  sandy,  stone  sill  waked  her  grandmother. 
But  she  set  off  briskly  down  the  narrow  alley- 
way between  the  houses,  her  leather  slippers  making  much 
less  noise  on  the  cobblestones  than  the  wooden  clogs  of  the 
women  who  passed  her  going  to  the  waterside  to  do  their 
laundry.  One  could  tell  that  it  was  almost  sun-up  by  the 
faintly  rosy  tinge  creeping  over  the  mountains  into  the  mists 
on  the  lake  and  touching  the  square  white  sail  of  a  small  boat 
tied  at  the  landing.  The  film  of  shadow  in  the  hollows  seemed 
to  become  mystically  tangible  for  the  moment  just  before  it 
disappeared.  There  was  in  the  air  that  sweet  peculiar  holiness 
which  seems  to  usher  out  the  morning  stars,  the  lingering 
hush  of  some  deep  communion  of  lights  and  colors,  infinite 
dimensions,  which  man  does  not  share.  Giovetta  following 
now  a  path,  sloping  down  from  the  house  between  crumbling 
garden  walls,  had  an  awful  feeling  come  over  her  that  for  a 
transient  space  she  was  the  only  person  in  the  world ;  and 
yet  there  was  everywhere  a  fullness  that  made  loneliness  im- 
possible. Everything  seemed  indefinably  bound  up  together, 
fragrance  of  oleanders,  this  mad  breathless  joy  of  hers,  a 
boat  with  a  square  white  sail  swaying  almost  imperceptibly 
on  the  grey  water. 

It  was  a  glorified  moment,  gone  as  quickly  as  it  came.  The 
outlines  of  the  mountains  sharpened;  they  changed  to  blue; 
the  sun  flared  over  the  highest  one;  the  white  houses  of  the 
village  on  the  west  coast  became  discernible.    The  women  with 
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the  laundry  come  into  view  again,  and  they  were  chattering 
loudly.  Giovetta,  reaching  the  paved  road  which  skirts  the 
lake's  edge,  saw  long  ripples  begin  to  rock  the  boat  with  the 
square  sail  and  knew  that  the  early  freight  tug  would  soon 
round  the  bend.    She  must  hurry  on  to  Tremezzo  to  her  work. 

But  where  the  stone  wall  between  the  villas  is  broken  by 
broad  circular  steps  leading  down  to  the  water,  she  came  upon 
Ferrari.  He  was  beating  out  the  cushions  for  the  benches  of 
his  boat  which  was  tied  up  there.  He  ran  up  the  steps  ex- 
citedly to  greet  her.  Giovetta 's  soft,  half-rushing,  Italian 
voice  rippled  over  her  words. 

' '  Up  almost  as  early  as  a  working  girl  like  me !  You  a 
boatmen  with  nothing  to  do  but  wait  the  pleasure  of  summer 
visitors ! ' ' 

"I  knew  you  came  along  at  this  time." 

' '  And  what  day  is  this  that  you  are  using  the  knowledge  ? ' ' 

"The  day  before  the  first  Thursday  in  the  month,"  he 
answered. 

"Oh,  my  half -holiday.     You  remembered?" 

"I  couldn't  forget.  Have  you  forgotten  the  last  one?" 
"When  we  went  to  Ceruobbio  for  the  fete  and  saw  the  soldiers 
march  and  the  swimming  races  and  the  flowers  at  Villa  d' 
Este  ? ' '  No,  she  had  not  forgotten — it  was  like  a  warm,  glow- 
ing spot  in  her  heart  still.  Ferrari,  smiling  at  her,  brought 
back  the  sweet  vividness  of  it  again.     He  was  saying, 

"Tomorrow  evening,  Giovetta,  we'll  row  up  this  Lac  di 
Como  a  long  way  and  come  back  when  the  stars  are  out— you 
and  me." 

The  fresh  morning  was  overflowing  with  a  luminous,  a 
penetrating  loveliness.  The  breeze  loosening  a  little  of  the 
cypress'  motionless  symmetry,  and  making  patterns  with  the 
tangled  vines  on  the  grilled  gates  of  the  villas;  Ferrari 
smiling;  in  the  sunshine. 
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It  was  a  sort  of  large  pension  at  which  Giovetta  worked, 
an  intriguingly  informal  place  where  all  kinds  of  interesting 
people,  English,  Italian  and  American,  stopped,  and  were 
glad  to  sit  in  the  garden  and  watch  the  daylong  shifting  of 
lights  and  colors  on  Monte  Legnone,  and  at  night  the  twink- 
ling lights  of  Bellagio.  Giovetta  was  smoothly  efficient;  she 
seemed  to  accomplish  a  great  deal  without  much  effort,  and 
without  their  being  conscious  of  it  she  managed  all  the  other 
maids.  Unlike  the  rest  of  the  peasant  girls  she  had  been  with 
a  well-to-do  famliy  in  Milan  for  two  winters  and  even  went 
to  the  Austrian  Tyrol  with  them.  Today  happiness  was  riot- 
ing through  her  work  like  runaway  ponies.  Surely  being  in- 
disputably liked  by  a  stunning-looking  boatman  from  Varenna 
whose  summer  occupation  was  rowing  fashionable  ladies  from 
the  Grand  Hotel,  was  a  good  reason  for  it. 

Giovetta  was  not  pretty;  she  was  colorless  and  her  straight 
brown  hair  lay  close  to  her  head.  But  there  was  something 
unfailingly  attractive  about  her  brisk,  ready  sentences,  strong- 
ly provocative  and  hard  to  answer.  She  was  as  different  as 
possible  from  a  girl  like  Rosa,  for  instance,  who  waited  on 
the  tables  next  hers.  Rosa  was  rather  empty  headed,  Giovetta 
thought  to  herself,  very  pretty  with  the  vividness  of  coloring 
one  finds  occasionally  in  peasant  types  flung  on  her  face  with 
a  naiveness  which  made  it  striking.  She  had  a  constant  half- 
shy  smile  which  dug  dimples  into  the  bright  cheeks.  The  kind 
of  girl,  pronounced  Giovetta,  that  a  man  likes ;  he  would  be 
delighted  for  her  to  talk  in  aimless  monosyllables  and  look  at 
him  aspiringly.  Struck  with  the  impression  of  how  much  a 
face  like  that  receives  for  the  asking,  Giovetta  had  a  little 
wave  of  jealousy.  But  the  picture  of  Ferrari,  with  unmis- 
takable admiration  for  her  in  his  eyes,  blotted  it  out. 

Sometimes  when  the  sun  is  going  down  behind  Legnone,  a 
stretch  of  purple  gold  lies  for  a  few  minutes  on  the  mountain 
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just  in  front  of  it.  And  when  it  is  gone  water,  hill,  and  sky 
merge  together  in  an  almost  unbelievable  blueness.  Ferrari's 
eyes  were  of  the  same  blue  and  his  close-fitting  jersey  and 
cotton  trousers  matched  them.  Facing  him  from  the  cush- 
ioned seat  of  the  boat,  watching  the  rhythmic  precision  of  his 
strong  rowing,  Giovetta  was  dimly  conscious  that  she  had 
never  seen  anything  more  perfect  in  itself.  There  was  some- 
thing completely  satisfying  about  sandy  hair,  the  bluest  eyes 
any  man  ever  had  and  a  voice  saying  "mul-to  bello"  with 
a  gentle  drawl  which  caressed  the  syllables  into  sound. 

They  passed  the  Villa  Carlotta's  stately  gate,  its  terraced 
gardens  of  olive  trees  and  mimosas,  of  palm  lilies  and  Indian 
azealeas;  the  villas  beyond  Cadenablia  where  avenues  of  dark 
cypress  lead  down  to  cream-colored  pagoda-like  summer  houses 
from  which  vines  and  Banksian  roses  and  large-blossomed 
incarvilles  hang  over  the  water.  All  along  the  lake  shore  this 
incomparable  richness  of  vegetation  is  noticeable ;  yuccas  and 
cacti  and  date  palms  and  magnolias,  citron  trees  and  holly, 
hemlocks  and  exotic  shrubs;  and  back  of  that  the  towering 
cliffs  of  the  Alps,  often  perpendicular  bare  stone  with  once 
or  twice  a  tiny  chapel  and  a  lone  pine  perched  on  a  ledge. 

In  the  sheltered  bay  of  Nabiallo  they  left  the  boat  and  in 
this  little  village  which  is  famous  for  its  vineyards,  they  had 
supper.  Coming  back  when  the  stars  were  out  and  the  far 
lights  on  the  west  coast  seeming  to  belong  to  fairy  cities, 
Giovetta  sat  beside  Ferrari  in  the  bow.  Everything  was  quite 
still  except  for  the  soft  swishing  of  the  boat  as  they  drifted 
along  so  close  to  the  shore  that  they  could  catch  the  vines 
and  ferns  dripping  into  the  water.  Ferrari  whispered,  "I 
love  you,  I  love  you — "  and  it  seemed  to  be  a  singing  rhythm 
taken  up  by  the  little  slapping  ripples  and  by  the  breeze  that 
nodded  the  camellias  over  the  wall  above.  A  little  farther  on 
where  the  boat  slipped  under  the  over-hanging  greenness  his 
arm  around  her  tightened  and  he  kissed  her  breathlessly  and 
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long.  Giovetta  felt  that  the  heart  in  her  would  burst  in  an 
ecstasy  of  sweetness  before  she  could  pour  it  out  well-wasted. 
A  pink  oleander  blossom  caught  in  her  hair ;  the  boat  scraped 
against  the  mossy  wall.  Ferrari  bending  over  her  said  with 
a  husky  suddenness, 

"Ah — encora,  encora,  mia  bella — " 

And  Giovetta  meeting  his  second  kiss  had  a  dull  prick  of 
something  like  regret,  an  unaccountable  feeling  that  the  first 
loveliness  was  marred,  that  something  inevitable  but  vaguely 
disappointing  had  happened. 

From  an  upstairs  window  of  the  hotel  at  Tremezzo  at  the 
time  of  afternoon  when  it  is  just  too  early  to  set  the  dinner 
tables,  Giovetta  saw  Rosa  on  the  road  below,  leaning  over  the 
lake  wall.  Below,  balancing  in  a  lightly  rocking  boat  as  he 
stood  winding  fishing  lines,  was  Ferrari.  He  was  looking  up 
into  the  face  of  Rosa  and  Giovetta,  though  she  could  only  see 
the  back  of  the  dark  head,  knew  beyond  doubt  that  the  dim- 
ples were  crushing  into  the  red  cheeks. 

Going  home  late  last  night  she  had  seen  these  two  at  a  cafe 
in  Lenno.  She  had  heard  Rosa  tell  another  girl  that  he  had 
asked  her  to  go  with  him  to  Bellagio  on  Lantern  Night. 
Neither  seemed  to  be  saying  much.  Rosa,  thought  Giovetta, 
had  nothing  to  say  and  the  man,  she  shrewdly  divined,  liked 
not  having  to  say  anything.  Now  if  she  were  down  there  what 
brisk  and  sprightly  conversation,  pertinent  give  and  take, 
would  go  forward !  She  had  led  Ferrari  along  her  path 
before.  Giovetta  could  not  change  her  clear  tongue  for  a 
doll's  face — it  was  enough  in  itself,  but  a  man  must  have 
the  readiness  to  follow.  She  turned  from  the  window  laugh- 
ing. 

It  all  happened  within  eight  days.  It  had  been  that  long 
when  Giovetta  looked  down  on  them  again,  this  time  from  a 
vine-covered  balcony  over  the  side  street.    There  was  nothing 
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to  see  but  a  girl  with  black  hair  and  eyes  and  bright  cheeks, 
her  well-formed  head  slightly  to  one  side,  the  toe  of  her 
slipper  tracing  nondescript  patterns  on  the  ground;  and  a 
young  blue-clad  boatman  whose  brown  finger  was  tracing 
patterns  on  the  gray  wall  of  the  house.  Giovetta  felt  a  queer 
tenderness  for  his  boyishness;  she  saw  his  blue  eyes  when  he 
looked  into  those  of  the  girl  beside  him.  There  was  a  shyness 
in  them  and  besides  that  an  unnamed  something  which  made 
Giovetta  start  away  and  tell  herself  that  perhaps  she  had  not 
seen  it — something  which  made  her  know,  though  she  say  a 
thousand  times  that  it  was  easily  possible,  that  she  could  not 
get  him  back  again  now. 

This  is  no  place  to  speak  of  heartaches  because  words  at 
best  only  blur  the  corners  so  that  the  telling  is  never  the  same 
thing  and  because  Giovetta  herself  never  mentioned  the  sleep- 
less nights  in  the  stone  hut  at  Lenno.  She  never  told  anybody 
of  the  straw  in  the  mattress  crunching,  the  door  of  the  cup- 
board swinging  hysterically,  her  grandmother  snoring  fitfully 
in  the  sleep  of  the  old  whose  most  important  tragedies  are 
all  over.  Tantalizing  little  thoughts  were  like  Lilliputians 
pinning  her  down  in  the  thick  darkness,  hair  by  hair.  Once 
she  seemed  to  hear  a  husky  voice  saying  "encora,  encora, " 
seemed  to  have  again  that  stab  of  regretfulness.  And  she 
knew  that  the  secret  lay  bare ;  there  was  nothing  wrong  with 
the  heart  of  the  man,  it  was  only  that  he  had  said  "another, 
another,"  as  naturally  and  as  unconsciously  as  he  breathed. 

It  was  the  head  porter  of  the  Cadenablia  hotel,  commonly 
known  as  Enea  Bellini's  young  man,  (Enea,  they  said  was 
desperately  in  love  with  him  and  he  with  her)  to  whom 
Giovetta  was  talking  at  the  market  place  where  she  was  buy- 
ing figs.  He  had  forgotten  what  he  came  for  and  was  in- 
quiring for  the  fourth  time  if  she  would  go  on  the  steamboat 
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to  Varenna  with  him  for  a  day 's  outing.  The  name  Varenna — 
yes,  it  was  a  needle-prick.  But  she  tossed  her  head  and  her 
voice  was  soft  and  half-rushing.  She  would  adore  to  go — 
gracia.  And  to  herself  Giovetta  said  tartly,  "It  won't  take 
me  as  long  as  a  week  either ! ' ' 


"i*1     *%*     *i* 


ffra  (Siovannt 

Stuart  Klooz,  '23 

They  call  me  mad,  Giovanni,  the  mad  monk, 
Because  I  have  the  greed  of  gold  like  fire 
Through  all  my  veins,  instead  the  greed  of  food. 
But,  no,  the  great  illuminator  I, 
Giovanni !    All  the  work  the  nobles  send 
In  passes  'neath  the  cunning  of  my  hand. 
My  long  and  slender  fingers  work  both  fair 
And  costly  magic.     I,  the  pride,  the  hate 
Of  Father  Lippo  am,  the  Father  here, 
Though  piggish,  pious,  hated  and  yea,  damned  !- 
The  Pope  admires  my  art,  despatches  all 
His  private  work  to  me.     And  many  are 
The  glitt'ring  golden  pieces  that  I  love, 
To  Lippo  wrongly  giv'n  which  he  received 
In  smirking  gratitude.     While  I  stood  by 
In  woeful  silence,  he  would  fondle  them 
With  clinking,  loving  pats  of  pudgy  hands, 
And  even  scorn  to  cast  a  glance  as  fit 
Reward  for  hours  I  spent  in  careful  toil. 
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But  this,  I  pray,  shall  not  forever  be, 
Soon  comes  the  day  that  he  will  die,  an  air 
His  memory  will  be,  a  gentle  air, 
As  on  a  day  of  summer,  ever  present,  but 
Ignored.    And  we,  whom  he  to  banish  sought, 
To  exile  ever  from  the  minds  of  men, 
In  this  my  story  shall  I  live  for  aye. 
By  this  report  shall  I  avenged  be. 
With  care  I  write  in  flaming  words  of  my 
Beloved,  burnished  gold  what  none  shall  read 
Till  I  have  long  gone  hence  and  past  the  veil. 
On  parchment's  snowy  pages  yellowed  now 
That  told  the  tale  of  Virgil  once,  I  write 
My  song.     It  is  a  song!     A  song  of  love 
And  hate !     And  not  in  Latin  do  I  write 
But  in  my  native  tongue  to  droning  chants 
Of  praying  monks,  here  in  my  cell,  beneath 
The  Abbey  tow'r  in  solitary  cage 
Alone  until  ten  days  have  passed  and  I 
Am  cast  from  out  my  prison  and  my  home, 

Again  I  see  Gray  Castle  on  the  sands 

So  yellow  from  the  golden  sheen  of  suns 

Whose  tawny  light  at  setting  oft  reflects 

Upon  the  river.     And  the  little  tree 

'Neath  which  my  Mother  sat  with  me,  again 

With  crimson  apples  shines  as  long  ago. 

As  castle  walls,  so  gray  her  eyes,  her  lips 

As  crimson  as  the  apples  that  we  ate, 

Her  skin  much  whiter  than  the  grapes  that  hung 

In  clusters  from  the  vines  beside  the  stream. 

But  what  I  loved  most  was  her  low  sweet  voice 

All  golden  as  she  sang  to  me  at  night. 

As  steel  as  th'  armor  that  my  father  wore, 
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He  frightened  oft  ray  tender  Mother,  her 
Frail  hands  against  him  uselessly,  alas, 
And  helplessly  she  beat.     The  Silver  Knight 
Come  soft  whene'er  my  father  wandered  far. 
My  Mother  then  was  happy  'neath  the  pale 
Blue  moonlight  that  the  fairy  lanterns  gave. 

Came  then  the  day  they  took  me  to  the  room, 

In  light  of  tapers  wan  and  shivering 

Upon  a  gorgeous  couch  my  father  lay, 

And  when  I  placed  my  hand  upon  his  arm 

In  timid  fear,  he  did  not  shake  me  off. 

A  small  fat  man  arrayed  in  brown  sackcloth 

Led  me  away.     My  Mother  weeping  was 

And  singing  to  herself  beside  the  stream. 

The  Silver  Knight  upon  a  great,  white  horse 

Arrived  to  bear  away  my  Golden  Voice 

Who  stretched  her  arms  to  me  and  called  in  tears 

"Remember  evermore  your  gold — "     The  rest 

Was  lost  in  clatter  of  the  hooves  of  horse 

And  shouts  of  men  who  rode  into  the  wood. 

The  brown  friar  came,  my  father's  brother,  he 

Who  now  the  hated  Father  Lippo  is. 

Each  night  I  say  ten  prayers  for  his  decease. 

He  took  my  velvet  from  me  and  unclasped 

The  golden  charm  my  Mother  gave  to  me, 

Cut  off  my  golden  curls  so  like  to  hers, 

And  clothed  me  then  in  sacking  like  his  own. 

On  asses  rode  we  straight  for  many  days. 

And  always  stopping  at  the  huts  of  serfs 

Or  large  gray  abbeys.     My  fare  was  black  bread 

And  water,  his  was  golden  butter,  bread 

So  fine  and  white  and  orange  honey,  clear. 
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If  ass  went  lame,  I  limped,  my  tender  feet 
Not  used  to  sandals  coarse.     If  e'er  I  sought 
To  keep  the  gold  so  fairly  mine  I  gained 
In  alms,  he  scourged  me,  took  the  little  grains 
Of  sunshine  that  recalled  my  Golden  Voice. 

Long  days  until  we  came  unto  the  gate 

Of  Buna  Abbey  where  was  now  my  home 

To  be : — my  room  with  costly  tapestry 

No  longer  hung,  nor  furnished  with  a  couch 

So  richly  mantled ;  but  a  cell  of  stone, 

A  pallet  low  of  straw,  a  window  barred 

And  small,  through  which  at  times  the  amber  sun 

Of  winter  sunsets  shone,  a  crucifix 

Upon  the  wall.     Two  hundred  cells  like  mine ! 

Here  I  soon  learned  to  spend  the  eons  of 

The  night  to  pour  my  breviary  o'er 

And  here  for  punishment  was  I  confined. 

Then  slowly  passed  what  seemed  the  sleep  of  years. 

No  longer  novice  to  the  room  of  books 

They  led  me,  there  a  long  grey  room  with  tomes 

Of  priceless  volumes  chained  to  rings  in  walls, 

A  musty  smell  and  sharp,  of  books  long  dead 

By  authors  dead.     Down  through  the  painted  glass 

Of  windows  brought  with  care  from  unknown  parts 

Of  Germany  the  warm  sun  shyly  crept. 

And  cast  its  beams  upon  the  figures  brown 

As  gingerbread  bent  o'er  the  oaken  desks, 

Painstaking  in  transcribing  matter  that 

They  did  not  understand.     A  single  desk 

Beneath  the  middle  window  stood,  and  that 

Of  Leopold,  illuminator  great. 

Throughout  all  Germany  his  fame  had  spread, 

And  I  was  his  apprentice  bound  henceforth. 
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Soon  Leopold  passed  on  as  silently 

As  night  into  the  dawn.     Alone  was  I 

Illuminator  chief  of  Buna  place. 

The  colors  of  my  brush  became  renowned, 

At  public  places  I  was  pointed  out. 

All  nobles,  dukes  and  princes  sought  my  work. 

With  steady  hand  and  slow  the  six  long  years 

The  cherished  gold  into  my  pallet  poured. 

At  night  when  all  the  Ave  Marias  were  sung 

I  would  caress  it  lovingly  and  call 

It  "Life!  and  Love!"  and  sing  to  chants  of  monks. 

One  day  the  Father  passed  me  with  a  smile 
Of  mocking  scorn.     I  took  a  load  of  books 
To  Gleggthorp.     Fawningly  I  counted  now 
My  coins :  but  three  the  Father  would  suffice 
And  then  six  more  the  yellow  pile  would  greet. 
With  care  I  ope'd  my  pallet  to  secrete 
My  six  new  treasures,  but  the  heap  was  gone ! 
My  sun,  my  apple  of  Hesperides, 
My  saffron  plum  was  gone !     Then  I  recalled 
The  smile  of  Father  Lippo.     Hist !     A  knock — 
It  wTas  the  Father.     I  was  searched,  the  six 
Convicting  pieces  found.     In  feigned  grief 
A  flogging  was  imposed  and  fare  alone 
For  many  days  by  Father  Lippo 's  greed. 

That  cause  of  hate,  was  fifteen  years  ago, 
Again  I  failed  in  covert,  hid  my  love, 
My  glory,   'neath  the  floor.     A  month  it  took 
To  loose  the  stone,  remove  all  trail  of  dirt. 
Let  nine  years  pass.     The  drama  once  again 
Unfolds  itself  and  I  was  caught  in  like 
Deception.     When  I  cursed  him  to  his  face, 
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My  punishment  he  doubled,  for  the  sound 
And  sure  salvation  of  my  soul,  he  said. 
Half  mad  with  torment  of  it  all  I  brought 
All  cunning  craft  to  bear  in  seeking  out 
Another  place  to  hide  my  cherished  gold. 

A  simple  crucifix  there  was,  no  more, 

Upon  my  walls,  but  now  within  my  cell 

They  placed  a  little  shrine.     Before  this  shrine 

I  prayed  to  Catherine,  our  patron  saint, 

To  Mary  Mother  dear  of  Jesus  and 

To  Mary  Magdalene  my  treasures  from 

All  envious  eyes  to  hide.     The  idea  came 

With  startled  suddenness  to  use  the  shrine 

Itself!     Was  such  idea  from  heaven  sent — 

In  answer  to  my  prayers?     In  thankful  awe 

Within  the  shrine  I  built  a  safe  so  sound 

Yet  wrought  with  care;  thus  when  I  praised  my  God 

I  worshipped  gold  and  none  would  know  my  ruse. 

And  five  swift  years  have  winged  their  rapid  flight 

My  hand  but  slowly  lost  its  former  skill, 

My  fingers  curved  in  ruthless  claws  of  pain. 

Each  night  in  vain  my  rosary  I  said. 

Work  came  less  frequently  alas  and  was 

But  poorly  paid.     But  small  transcribing  or 

Illuminating  either  now  was  done 

By  hand;  they  came,  my  aureate  beauties  slow 

And  sure  and  now  were  hid  most  carefully. 

Had  God  then  scorched  my  soul  with  passions  two : 
The  hate  of  Father  Lippo  and  the  love 
Of  gold?     What  wrong  did  I  to  get  this  scorn 
Of  men,  and  suffer  loss  of  my  loved  coins? 
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I  only  sought  to  save  them  for  the  light 
Of  many  candles  for  perpetual  prayers 
To  Mary  for  my  Mother  and  myself 
When   I  was  dead — . 

Accursed  be  the  strap 

That  loosened  from  the  sandal  and  let  out 

The  coins  when  I  had  sworn  that  there  were  none 

On  me!     The  Father  sneered  I  walked  on  feet 

Of  gold.     Enraged  I  struck  him  and  at  once 

Was  seized.     They  racked  me  to  reveal  the  place 

Where  I  had  hid  away  my  mellow  gold ! 

There  I  in  agony  most  terrible 

Refused  until  they  slowly  crushed  my  arm. 

The  end  has  come.     Shut  up  I  long  delayed 
Till  I  could  write  my  grief  in  words  of  gold — 
My  last  commission  done,  one  thing  remains. 
The  Buna  Abbey  never  shall  forget, 
Because  the  hate  of  Lippo  stronger  is 
Than  love  of  wonder  gold,  or  love  of  life. 
Tomorrow  when  the  silver  sun  shall  gild 
The  Abbey  tow'r,  the  breast  of  Lippo  then 
My  glitt'ring  knife  shall  seek,  as  with  a  sigh 
Of  utter  peace,  shall  sink  within  his  heart. 
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Zbe  Xovers  of  %iie 

Jane  Guignard,  '23 


N  AN  ARTICLE  called  "Twenty  Minutes  of 
Reality, ' '  which  excited  considerable  comment  at 
the  time  of  its  publication,  Margaret  Montague 
says :  ' '  Once  out  of  all  the  gray  days  of  my  life 
I  have  looked  into  the  heart  of  reality — I  have  seen  life  as 
it  really  is — ravishingly,  ecstatically,  madly  beautiful  and 
filled  to  overflowing  with  a  wild  joy  and  a  value  unspeak- 
able." Her  experience  called  forth  other  eager  witnesses  to 
the  truth  and  wonder  of  a  vision,  testifying  to  similar  hap- 
penings in  their  own  lives;  witnesses  who  were  not  clairvoy- 
ants nor  prophets  nor  mystics,  but  men  and  women  of  a  three- 
dimensional  world  whose  glimpses  of  inner  glory  may  have 
been  no  more  radiant  than  those  of  many  other  persons  who 
ever  tried  to  describe  the  emotions.  Theirs  were  perceptions 
of  days  or  of  moments,  illuminations  so  transient  sometimes 
as  to  have  scarcely  existed  and  yet  there  is  paramount  in 
each  a  conviction  of  the  loveliness  of  life  so  positive  and  im- 
pelling that  it  will  not  be  kept  silent.  Miss  Montague  ex- 
plains :  "It  was  not  that  for  a  few  keyed-up  moments  I 
imagined  all  existence  as  beautiful,  but  that  my  inner  vision 
was  cleared  to  the  truth  so  that  I  saw  the  actual  loveliness 
which  is  always  there  but  which  we  so  rarely  perceive." 

This  faith  and  surety,  this  conception  of  the  universal,  of 
the  divine  importance  of  life  and  of  God-in-the-midst-of -things 
is  Cosmic  consciousness.  "It  is  as  old  as  the  hills  because  it 
is  the  hills"  wrote  Mr.  Pound,  and  Dr.  Burke  affirms  it  to 
be  the  possession  of  every  great  man  in  the  history  of  the 
world.  But  it  is  a  consciousness  which  belongs  to  many  who 
are  not  great  and  who  perhaps  have  never  recognized  it. 


120  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 

Those  persons  who  have  had  ' '  Twenty  Minutes  of  Reality ' ' 
are  more  than  any  others  the  lovers  of  life.  They  have,  so 
to  speak,  seen  around  the  corner,  have  heard  the  Sons  of  God 
shouting  for  joy,  have  felt  the  universal  miracle  of  being. 
Their  message  is  unmistakable ;  and  it  is  one  which  should  be 
shouted  from  the  hill-tops  and  told  on  crowded  streets.  As 
Dana  Burnett  said, 

"So  they  who  come  at  twilight  with  wet  eyes 
Shall  look  upon  my  stillness,  smile  and  go 
A  little  surer  of  their  Paradise 
Because  I  loved  life  so." 
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XLbe  Hrt  of  tbe  Cowboy 

Dorothea  Reinburg,  '26 

JHE  ART  of  the  musician,  the  painter,  the  writer — 
these  you  acknowledge  without  question ;  but  have 
you  ever  stopped  to  think  that  the  cowboy  is  an 
artist  just  as  these  are?  The  truly  great  cowboy 
is  born,  not  made.  Of  course  in  this  as  in  every  other  field 
there  are  many  who  have  all  sorts  of  "stunts"  for  "showing 
off"  but  who  lack  the  master  touch  of  genius. 

You  may  say  that  in  a  cowboy  all  that  is  necessary  is  phy- 
sical skill,  that  no  thought  is  required.  But  have  you  ever 
tried  to  bulldog  a  steer?  And  you  will  not  dare  to,  once  you 
have  seen  it  done.  It  requires  skill  to  manage  a  fiery,  half- 
wild  pony,  but  it  requires  something  more  to  leap  from  the 
saddle  to  the  horns  of  a  maddened  steer,  to  give  the  quick 
twist  to  the  head  that  sends  him  rolling  in  the  dust,  and  to 
tie  his  wildly  kicking  feet — all  in  two  minutes  or  less. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  spectacular  feats  but  by  no  means 
the  most  difficult.  The  part  that  tries  a  man's  soul  is  riding 
alone  for  days  over  endless  prairies — seeing,  by  day  only  the 
buzzards,  black  spots  against  the  intense  blue  of  the  sky,  and 
by  night  only  the  circle  of  watchful  cayotes  or  wolves  that 
mark  the  edge  of  the  light  from  his  fire;  and  it  is  only  in 
winter  when  food  is  scarce  that  even  these  last  are  to  be  seen. 

In  such  surroundings  it  is  impossible  not  to  develop  a  phil- 
osophy of  life  that  is  as  clear  as  the  cloudless  heavens,  as  broad 
as  the  spreading  mesa,  as  merciless  as  the  circling  buzzards. 
The  cowboy  learns  to  despise  the  quitter,  the  weakling,  the 
coward;  to  honor  fair-play  above  all  things.  Surely  his  skill 
together  with  his  philosophy  proves  him  an  artist. 
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Chanson  E>'  amour 

Martha  Bachmajst,  '26 

These  stars  are  pin-points 
Gleaming  through  velvet 

(Velvet,  the  sky.) 
And  the  moon,  curled 
Like  a  white  feather 

Fluttering  high. 

Under  your  window, 
Candle-lit,  golden, 

I  sing  my  song. 
1  Pierette,  bien-aimee, 
Must  you  be  silent 

All  the  night  long?" 

Youth's  silver  fancies, 
Fleeting  and  fickle, 

Ever  must  go  ...  . 
Dark  is  your  window ! 
Will  you  then,  spurn  me? 

Pauvre  Pierrot! 


£be  jfresbman  Bumber 

The  Magazine  is  making  its  best  bow  this  month  because  it 
heralds  the  formal  introduction  of  the  Freshman  class  to  the 
literary  life  of  Sweet  Briar.  In  a  strictly  technical  sense  we 
can  hardly  call  this  a  Freshman  number  because  the  other 
classes  are  represented  also.  Nevertheless  all  honor  is  due 
them  for  the  conscientious  effort  and  willing  cooperation 
which  they  evinced.  The  idea  was  new  and  untried,  but  we 
feel  that  the  results  have  justified  the  experiment.  There 
have  been  brought  to  light  in  the  wealth  of  contributions  some 
sparks  which  though  not  perhaps  divine  lay  some  claim  to 
recognition.  We  could  not  publish  all  of  the  literary  material, 
but  we  have  tried  to  make  the  accepted  manuscripts  repre- 
sentative of  the  best.  Rome,  as  the  old  saying  states,  was  not 
built  in  a  day,  and  talent  is  not  developed  overnight.  Inspir- 
ation does  not  create  of  itself.  The  Staff  wishes  to  thank  the 
class  of  '26  for  its  work  on  this  issue  and  to  extend  the  hope 
that  they  will  always  lend  the  same  splendid  support  to  the 
magazine  that  they  have  given  to  this  issue. 

+    +    <¥ 

IRutb  St.  Denis  anfc  fteb  Sbawn 

Perhaps  now  that  all  the  personages  of  the  green  and  gold 
books  of  legends  are  dead,  no  one  peeps  in  nowadays  on  the 
revelries  of  fairies  and  gnomes  or  really  has  visions  of  the 
kaleidoscopic  tales  of  strange  lands.  But  it  is  a  world  in 
which  the  Denishawn  dancers  are  a  reality  and  in  which  one 
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can  see  in  a  few  hours  scenes  as  lurid  as  the  Arabian  Nights, 
as  exotic  as  Kubla  Khan,  as  whimsical  as  fantasies,  as  inter- 
pretative as  music. 

Pleasure-giving  is  more  of  an  art  than  it  has  ever  been. 
In  an  era  when  audiences  have  resigned  themselves  to  looking 
for  something  interesting  whether  they  like  it  or  not,  it  is 
noteworthy  that  any  performance  should  give  pure  pleasure. 
The  best  of  us  can  hardly  hope  for  more  greatness  than  the 
creation  of  one  perfect  thing,  anything  that  adds  a  little  to 
the  sum  total  of  human  happiness. 

+    +    + 

Contests 

It  is  the  time  of  year  when  European  tours  are  being  adver- 
tised and  when  the  humorous  publications  of  men's  colleges 
are  dunning  contributions  for  their  Girl's  numbers.  It  is  the 
time  at  which  all  sorts  of  prizes  are  being  offered.  This  year 
we  are  impressed  with  the  unusual  number  of  contests  being 
run  for  college  students  in  the  line  of  literature.  The  Pioneer 
Writer 's  Guild  for  instance  is  making  offers  for  stories,  poems 
and  cartoons  by  students  who  have  never  before  published 
anything ;  the  Southern  Methodist,  University  of  Texas,  is 
asking  for  poems;  the  Universal  Motion  Picture  Company 
makes  an  interesting  proposition  for  scholarships  to  the  stu- 
dent and  money  to  the  student's  college  for  prize-winning 
scenarios.  All  of  these  seem  significant  of  a  general  interest 
in  the  writers  or  would-be  writers  of  the  younger  generation 
and  of  the  evident  desire  to  stimulate  and  encourage  creative 
effort  and  discover  new  talent.  The  authors  of  the  next  half 
century  will  doubtless  be  largely  drawn  from  the  present  col- 
lege students.  Certain  parts  of  the  literary  world  have  at 
any  rate  shown  a  readiness  to  receive  them. 
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©ur  Graveling  Geam 

Do  you  realize  that  Sweet  Briar  is  one  of  the  few  colleges 
for  women  that  permits  its  team  to  participate  in  inter- 
collegiate athletics  away  from  home?  We  sometimes  rail  and 
storm  at  the  restrictions  and  handicaps  we  have  to  combat 
but  when  it  comes  to  comparisons — they  are  odious,  we  admit, 
but  often  useful,  nevertheless — we  stand  high  in  the  list  for 
progressiveness.  The  merits  to  be  derived  from  such  contests 
are  to  be  measured  in  terms  of  better  understanding  and 
mutual  appreciation  rather  than  scores  and  the  cultivation 
of  these  qualities  is  necessary  for  the  creation  of  that  feeling 
of  true  comradeship  which  should  pervade  among  all  college 
students. 

The  Magazine  Staff  wishes  to  disqualify  as  original  work, 
the  poem  entitled  ' '  My  Little  Heart, ' '  published  in  the  Novem- 
ber issue  of  the  magazine.  It  was  accepted  and  published 
prior  to  our  knowledge  that  it  had  previously  been  published 
in  Life. 
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IN  MEMORIAM 


Paulina  Hazelriggs  Barnes 

AUGUST  7,  1904 
DECEMBER    17.    1922 
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College  Hctixnties 

Zhc  Carol  Singing 

"It  came  upon  a  midnight  clear, 

That  glorious  song  of  old. 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold. 
Peace  on  the  earth,  good  will  to  men 

From  Heaven's  all  gracious  King. 
The  world  in  solemn  stillness  lay 

To  hear  the  angels  sing." 

The  world  of  Sweet  Briar  lay  as  still  as  the  ancient  hill- 
side where  shepherds  once  watched  their  flocks  by  night.  The 
night  was  clear  and  the  stars  were  shining  so  brightly  that 
one  might  easily  suppose  that  each  one  was  the  "Star  in  the 
Bast"  that  led  the  Wise  Men  to  the  birthplace  of  the  Christ 
Child. 

Suddenly,  clearly  but  softly  in  the  distance  came  the  sound 
of  the  Carols,  not  angel  voices,  perhaps,  but  surely,  as  one 
looked  out  upon  the  star-lit  campus  and  listened  to  the  un- 
seen singers,  nothing  could  have  been  more  perfect.  The 
strains  of  the  well-loved  old  carols  grew  stronger  and  sweeter 
as  the  carolers  came  nearer,  then  faded  away,  to  burst  forth 
again  in  new  glory. 

The  loveliest  carols  of  all  time  were  sung  and  the  sighs  of 
pure  joy  and  appreciation  which  were  given  by  the  listeners — 
it  would  have  been  a  sacrilege  to  applaud — showed  how  deep 
was  the  enjoyment.  May  this  charming  custom  of  Sweet 
Briar  continue,  and  may  the  night  always  be  as  beautiful  and 
the  singing  always  as  lovely  as  it  was  on  the  eve  of  the  twen- 
tieth of  December,  1922 !  _,   _  ,      ,n. 

— E.  V.  L.,    26. 
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Gbe  flIMnistn?  of  Xiterature 

On  the  eighth  of  December,  Dr.  C.  Alphonso  Smith,  head 
of  the  department  of  English  at  the  Naval  Academy,  spoke 
to  us  on  "The  Ministry  of  Literature." 

Dr.  Smith  did  not  try  to  define  the  term  "literature"  for 
us,  saying  that  he  felt  unable  to  do  so,  but  he  pointed  out  in 
a  remarkable  manner  the  uses  of  poetry.  "Poetry,"  Dr. 
Smith  said,  ' '  has  three  great  ministries.  It  reveals  the  future, 
expresses  the  incommunicable  in  the  present,  and  restores 
the  past." 

Dr.  Smith  pointed  out  that  the  historian  galvanizes  a  story 
while  the  poet  vitalizes  it.  Paul  Revere  did  not  receive  the 
note  from  history  that  he  holds  in  the  minds  of  today. 
In  history  he  was  a  minor  character,  but  the  poem,  "Paul 
Revere 's  Ride,"  has  so  fixed  itself  in  our  minds  that  its  sub- 
ject is  equally  as  well  known  to  us  as  is  George  Washington. 

So  well  indeed  did  Dr.  Smith  hold  our  attention  that  his 
talk  did  not  seem  like  the  cat's  tail — our  lecturer's  own 
illustration — "fur  to  the  end!" 

— M.  H.,   '26. 

►j.    4<   •}< 

IDocattons 

On  Friday,  February  the  ninth,  Professor  Peters  of  Goucher 
College  addressed  the  faculty  and  student  body  on  the  value 
of  vocations  or  professions  as  she  preferred  to  call  them. 

She  is  a  most  able  and  impressive  speaker  and  convinced 
us  all  of  the  importance  of  preparing  ourselves  for  some 
vocation,  even  if  we  expect  to  have  that  of  the  business  or 
professional  woman  for  that  of  home-waker. 
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At  a  later  address  to  the  individual  classes,  Professor  Peters 
impressed  the  value  of  choosing  vocations  early  in  the  college 
career  so  that  all  effort  may  be  directed  to  further  prepara- 
tion in  the  chosen  line. 

— S.  M.,  '26. 

4«    +    + 

©ssip  (Babrilowitscb 

On  February  the  fourteenth,  Sweet  Briar  had  the  oppor- 
tunity of  hearing  the  well-known  pianist,  Ossip  Gabrilowitsch. 
All  those  who  attended  his  recital  felt  well  repaid,  for  Mr. 
Gabrilowitsch  excelled  even  himself  at  this  time. 

A  first  impression  of  the  artist  might  have  been  perhaps 
his  great  size,  which  is  almost  towering.  But  after  regarding 
him  as  a  mere  man  he  soon  gave  us  the  privilege  of  perceiving 
him  as  the  genius.  A  master  of  technique,  Mr.  Gabrilowitsch 
has  added  a  lambent  color  to  the  strength  of  his  expression. 

The  program  showed  a  most  happy  selection  from  Bach, 
Handel,  Beethoven,  Brahms,  Chopin  and  examples  of  Gabrilo- 
witsch's  own  composition. 

So  generous  with  his  time  was  Mr.  Gabrilowitsch  that  in 
addition  to  giving  two  encores  in  response  to  our  enthusiastic 
applause  he  allowed  us  to  impose  on  him  to  a  great  extent, 
and  as  a  result  there  are  an  envied  few  who  possess  auto- 
graphed programs  of  the  concert. 

We  are  looking  forward  most  eagerly  to  Mr.  Gabrilowitsch 's 
return.  The  privilege  of  hearing  such  an  artist  is  highly 
prized,  and  we  can  only  hope  his  last  remark,  which  was  that 
he  felt  he  would  have  to  come  back  to  Sweet  Briar  if  only 
to  finish  signing  the  remainder  of  the  programs,  will  be  ful- 
filled. 

— C.  A.,   '26. 
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Gbe  (IDinstrel  Sbow 

The  minstrel  show,  presented  a  week  before  Christmas  vaca- 
tion, began  with  an  entirely  successful  rendering  by  Margaret 
Catterall  of  "It's  Getting  Dark  on  Old  Broadway."  Miss 
Catterall  and  Miss  Denman  introduced  a  new  genuine  note 
into  the  conventional  masculine  cast  of  all  former  minstrels, 
and  added  greatly  to  the  entertainment.  The  songs  were  new, 
and  were  cleverly  interpretated.  The  parody  on  ' '  Tomorrow ' ' 
was  appreciated  most  of  all,  perhaps,  because  of  the  unevad- 
ing  "tomorrow"  when  school  was  a  thing  to  be  forgotten — 
for  a  few  weeks.  The  jazz  of  the  orchestra  approached  al- 
most that  of  the  inimitable  Jack  Garber — at  least  Garber- 
Davis  itself  could  not  have  had  more  enthusiastic  applause. 
The  succession  of  song  and  dance  numbers  were  all  uproar- 
iously received.  The  performance  ended,  however,  in  com- 
plete chaos  when  the  dusky  end  men  leaped  from  the  stage 
and  attempted  to  leave  samples  of  their  complexions  on  all 
the  occupants  of  the  front  row.  Grace  Merrick  served  a  dou- 
ble office — that  of  interlocutor  and  manager  and  deserves  all 
due  credit  for  the  success  of  the  production. 

+    4*    + 

3apane8e  placers 

On  Monday  evening,  January  fifteenth,  the  "Japanese 
Players"  gave  a  charming  entertainment.  The  players,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Muchitura  Ongawa,  effectively  presented  Japanese 
songs  and  dances.  The  main  feature  of  the  program  was  an 
artistic  and  vigorous  Japanese  Sword  Dance  by  Mr.  Ongawa. 
A  more  dainty  selection  was  given  by  Mrs.  Ongawa  in  the 
dance  of  the  butterfly,  which  portrayed  exquisitely  the  power 
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of  the  hands  in  emotional  expression.  "The  Fox  Woman," 
a  play  based  on  Japanese  tradition,  was  beautifully  produced 
with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ongawa  taking  the  parts  of  all  of  the 
various  characters.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ongawa  are  of  the  Samurai 
class  and  in  the  course  of  their  entertainment  had  opportunity 
to  portray  many  charming  Japanese  customs. 

+    *    <¥ 

ftbe  jfasbion  pla^ 

All  the  newest  requisites  and  "fripperies"  for  the  Spring 
wardrobe  were  shown  here  in  the  Fashion  Play  the  night  of 
February  twenty-third.  Dame  Fashion  herself  was  on  hand 
to  sponsor  the  display  and  introduce  the  slight  plot  which 
offered  an  excuse  to  present  everything  in  the  way  of  apparel 
from  the  simplest  of  morning  costumes  to  the  most  elaborate 
evening  dresses  on  even  more  charming  manikins.  We  hate 
to  think  of  the  checking  accounts  that  will  be  depleted  this 
month ! 

The  J.  R.  Millner  Company  was  responsible  for  the  costumes 
and  Muriel  MacLeod  for  the  excellent  management  of  the 
affair. 
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Htbletics 

£be  £rip  to  Bnpn  fIDawr  anfc 
William  &  flDan? 

On  Friday  morning,  the  sixteenth  of  February,  the  team 
left  to  play  Bryn  Mawr  College.  The  trip  there  was  most 
uneventful,  except  for  the  dinner  invitation  which  was  ten- 
dered our  coach.  All  would  have  been  lovely  had  not  the 
generous  one  disappeared  in  a  most  unseemly  and  hasty  man- 
ner when  Elise  Carrington  insisted  upon  including  all  eleven 
of  us. 

Upon  reaching  Philadelphia,  we  scattered  to  the  homes  of 
the  three  girls  who  lived  there  and  everyone  agreed  to  meet 
at  Bryn  Mawr  in  the  morning.  The  train  left  at  10:15  and 
at  10 :12  three  of  us  were  dashing  wildly  toward  the  station 
through  Philadelphia  traffic.  With  one  minute  to  go  we 
grabbed  our  bags,  rushed  through  the  gate,  and  settled  our- 
selves on  the  train  just  as  it  started.  Need  we  add  that  one 
of  these  three  was  Virginia! 

No  one  met  us  at  the  station  so  we  wandered  aimlessly  about 
and  finally  found  the  college.  But  the  "gymnasium?"  Where 
was  it?  Would  we  really  find  it  after  following  "various 
paths?1"  Luck  was  with  us,  we  did,  and  started  practicing 
at  once.  Later,  Agnes  Clement,  the  Bryn  Mawr  captain,  took 
us  to  her  room  to  meet  the  team.  Their  jumping  center  was 
seated  on  the  floor  and  her  knees  practically  reached  the  ceil- 
ing. What  would  our  infant  Swannie  do !  Just  then  the 
forward  entered.  After  stooping  in  order  not  to  crack  her 
head  on  the  door,  she  slowly  straightened  up.  Our  fascinated 
eyes  followed  her  up,  up,  up!  Would  she  never  end?  Ex- 
hausted and  overcome,  each  of  us  dropped  limply  into  the 
nearest  chair. 
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The  game  began  at  2  :30.  There  was  a  goodly  crowd  in  the 
"gymnasium"  with  plenty  of  rooters  for  Sweet  Briar.  The 
game  was  slow,  full  of  good  steady  basketball,  and  above  all, 
clean.  Agnes  Clement,  with  the  full  cooperation  of  her  team, 
played  a  splendid  game,  while  Carrie  Remak,  the  famous  for- 
ward, made  so  many  goals  that  when  the  whistle  blew  the 
score  stood  36  to  26,  favor  of  Bryn  Mawr.  As  for  our  team, 
Annie's  beautiful  baskets  astonished  even  the  Bryn  Mawr 
cheerers;  and  Klumph's  steady  shooting  helped  roll  up  the 
score.  Swannell  and  Reinhold  did  good  work  in  the  center 
and  as  for  the  guards — !  Words  cannot  express  how  well 
they  showed  up,  even  against  that  race  of  giants. 

The  line-up : 
Byrn  Mawr  Position  Sweet  Briar 

Remak Forward : Klumph 

Rite Forward Ford 

Mastin Center Swannell 

Palache Side  Center Reinhold 

Leewitz Guard Chantler 

Clement  ( Capt. ) Guard Purcell 

Substitutes :     Whitlock,  forward ;  Hogue,  guard. 

After  the  game  the  Bryn  Mawr  team  took  us  to  tea  and 
that  night  we  were  entertained  at  the  Union  League  at  dinner 
by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moore.  The  next  day  we  took  the  train  for 
Richmond  where  we  spent  the  night ;  and  then  went  on  to 
Williamsburg. 

The  game  here  was  played  at  four  o  'clock  and  was  the  exact 
opposite  of  the  Bryn  Mawr  game.  It  was  fast  and  hard  with 
pretty  shooting  on  both  sides.  At  the  end  of  the  first  half 
Sweet  Briar  was  ahead  13-12.  But  William  and  Mary  showed 
they  were  the  better  team  by  pulling  the  final  score  up  to 
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34-26.  The  Sweet  Briar  team  enjoyed  both  these  games  im- 
mensely and  would  like  nothing  better  than  to  see  Bryn  Mawr 
play  William  and  Mary. 

— M.  C.  H.,  '25. 
*   *  * 

Xpncbburo  1?,  TO.  <L  H.  IDs.  Sweet  Briar 

An  exciting  game  was  staged  between  Lynchburg  and  Sweet 
Briar  in  the  Y.  "W.  C.  A.  on  the  evening  of  February  the 
fourteenth.  Lynchburg  made  the  first  two  goals,  then  Swan- 
nell  tipped  the  ball  to  Buffy  who  passed  it  to  Klumph ;  and 
our  scoring  began.  The  fight  was  on !  At  the  end  of  the  first 
half  the  score  was  27  to  26  with  Sweet  Briar  ahead.  Excite- 
ment ran  high  and  both  sides  cheered  as  the  teams  took  their 
places  to  continue  the  game.  The  Lynchburg  team,  captained 
by  Stella  Pugh,  who  played  a  splendid  game,  showed  won- 
derful team-work  and  put  up  a  hard  fight.  The  Sweet  Briar 
team,  encouraged  by  a  large  number  of  rooters,  played  fast 
and  accurately.  Klumph  played  her  usual  never-failing  game 
with  the  help  of  Ford,  who  shot  marvelous  baskets  from  the 
far  corners  of  the  court.  The  final  score  was  51-34,  in  favor 
of  Sweet  Briar. 

The  line-up : 

Lynchburg  Position  Sweet  Briar 

Taylor R.  F Ford 

Pugh  ( Capt. ) L.  F Klumph 

Mayor C Swannell 

Massie S.  C Taylor  (Capt.) 

Utterback R.  G PurceU 

Stanley L.  G Chantler 

Substitute  :  Oppleman.  Goals :  Lynchburg — Pugh,  12  field, 
1  foul ;  P.  Taylor,  2  field,  1  foul ;  Oppleman,  2  field.  Sweet 
Briar — Ford,  11  field,  3  foul;  Klumph,  11  field,  4  fouls. 
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flnterclass  (Barnes 

The  First  interclass  game  between  the  Senior-Sophomore 
and  the  Junior-Freshman  teams  was  one  of  great  excitement. 
The  support  given  by  the  classes  helped  to  inspire  spirit,  and 
by  the  beginning  of  the  second  half,  both  teams  were  fully 
determined  to  win.  However,  the  supremacy  of  the  Junior- 
Freshman  team  was  shown  when  the  whistle  blew  at  the  finish 
for  the  score  stood  47-24. 

The  line-up  was  as  follows : 

Senior-Sophomore,  24  Position  Junior -Freshman,  47 

Whitlock R.  F Ford 

Wolf L.  F Klumph 

Hager C Mowry 

Taylor S.  C Bernhard  (Act.  Capt. ) 

Purcell _ R.  G Miller 

Chantler  ( Capt. ) L.  G Swannell 

Substitutes :  Stanberry  for  Wolf ;  Booth  for  Miller ;  Clarke 
for  Bernhard. 

SECOND  GAME 

When  the  teams  met  for  the  second  game,  the  outcome  was 
dubious.  It  would  have  been  difficult  for  a  gambler  to  make 
his  choice.  But  as  before,  the  Junior-Freshman  team  proved 
to  be  the  stronger,  and  the  score  was  50  to  30  in  their  favor. 

The  line-up : 

Senior-Sophomore,  30  Position  Junior-Freshman,  50 

Whitlock L.  F Klumph 

Wolfe R.  F Carper  ( Capt. ) 

Hager C Mowry 

Taylor  (Act.  Capt.) S.  C Bernhard 

Purcell R.  G Swannell 

Hogue L.  G Miller 
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Substitutes :   Stanberry  for  Wolf ;  Moore  for  Mowry ;  Ford 
for  Carper;  Clarke  for  Bernhard. 

— N.  W,   '26. 

4>    +    + 


Class  Basketball  Scries 

The  first  two  games  in  the  class  series  were  played  on 
January  twenty-third  in  the  gym.  All  four  classes  were  well 
represented ;  and  the  enthusiastic  rooters  made  the  air  ring 
with  their  inspiring  cheers. 

The  first  game  between  the  Seniors  and  Sophomores  was 
most  exciting.  Though  the  Sophomores  won,  the  Seniors 
played  a  good  game  and  fought  to  the  very  end.  The  Sopho- 
mores' score  was  26  and  the  Seniors'  20,  so  it  was  a  hard, 
close  game. 

The  line-up : 

Seniors  Position  Sophomores 

E.  Taylor Forward Wolfe 

Stanberry  ( Capt. ) Forward Whitlock  ( Capt. ) 

McGuire Center Hager 

Weiser Side  Center Jamison 

Chantler Guard M.  Hogue 

Klooz Guard Watkins 

The  game  between  the  Juniors  and  Freshmen  was  not  so 
hard  a  fight ;  for  at  the  end  the  score  stood  75  to  35  in  favor 
of  the  Juniors.  Nevertheless,  it  was  a  faster  game  ;  the  players 
were  alert,  and  their  shooting  accurate.  The  line-up  was  as 
follows : 


The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine  137 

Juniors  Position  Freshmen 

Klumph Forward Wallover 

Ford Forward Reinhold 

Mowry Center Moore  (Capt.) 

Bernhard  ( Capt. ) Side  Center Clarke 

Swannell Guard Booth 

Nelson Guard L.  Miller 

The  winning  teams  played  on  January  the  twenty -fifth. 
The  Junior  and  Sophomore  teams,  vying  for  the  class  basket- 
ball championship,  were  well  backed  up  by  their  respective 
classes  and  sister-classes.  Never  has  there  been  such  tension 
at  a  class  sport,  though  it  was  a  foregone  conclusion,  because 
of  the  previous  games,  that  the  Juniors  would  win.  The  game 
started  with  a  double  foul  which  startled  everyone  and  in- 
creased the  excitement.  Then  the  game  began  in  earnest; 
and  at  the  end  of  the  first  half  the  score  stood  20  to  12  in 
favor  of  the  Sophomores !  In  the  second  half  the  fight  waxed 
harder  and  faster  every  minute,  till  the  whistle  blew.  The 
final  score  was  38  to  30  in  favor  of  the  Sophomores.  After 
the  game,  Buffy  Taylor  presented  the  championship  cup  to 
the  Sophomore  team. 

The  line-up : 

Juniors  Position  Sophomores 

Ford  (Act.  Capt. ) Forward Wolfe 

Klumph Forward Whitlock  (Capt.) 

Mowry Center Hager 

Rich Side  Center Jamison 

Swannell Guard Hogue 

Nelson Guard Sailer 

Substitutes :     Guy,  Rose  and  Merrick. 
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SECOND  TEAMS 

The  second  teams  of  the  respective  classes  played  good 
games.  The  Junior  vs.  Freshman  game  was  won  by  the  Fresh- 
men with  a  score  of  55  to  7.  The  following  day  the  Freshmen 
were  again  victorious  over  the  Sophomores  with  a  score  of 
39  to  9.  These  games  were  remarkable  not  only  for  the  basket- 
ball which  was  truly  excellent,  but  also  for  the  extraordinary 
and  unexpected  acrobatic  talent  displayed  by  some  of  the 
players. 

—V.  L.  T.,  '26. 
— M.  E.  S.,  '25. 
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©bbs  anb  JEnbs 

CLASSES 

Freshmen:    Devil's  Auction. 
Sophomores:    Much  Ado  About  Nothing. 
Juniors :     The  Crisis. 
Seniors:     The  Comedy  of  Errors. 

Gather  your  kisses  while  you  may, 

Time  brings  only  sorrow; 

For  the  girls  who  are 

So  free  today, 

Are  chaperons  tomorrow. — Ex. 

"The  drinks  are  on  me,"  said  the  cheerful  idiot  as  the 
wheels  of  the  brewery  truck  came  to  a  gentle  stop  on  his 
neck. — Ex. 

Our  idea  of  a  ventriloquist  is  one  who  can  answer  two 
consecutive  names  at  roll-call  and  get  away  with  it. 

ENOUGH ! 

First  alumna :  ' '  There  is  Jones.  What  did  he  ever  do  for 
Sweet  Briar?" 

Second  alumna  :  ' '  Well,  he  sent  his  daughter  to  Randolph- 
Macon.  ' ' — Exchange. 

ALWAYS ! 

When  you  walk 

And  when  you  "fliv," 
Look  both  ways 

And  try  to  live. — Exchange. 
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Teacher:     "Take  this  sentence:  'Let  the  cow  be  taken  out 
into  the  lot.'    What  mood?" 
Pupil :     ' '  The  cow. ' ' — Exchange. 

Servant:     "The  Lyons  are  calling,  sir." 

Sir:     "Very  good.     Show  them  into  the  den." 

SEEN  ON  A  TOMBSTONE 

' '  Here  lies  the  body  of  Thomas  Gray ; 
He  died  defending  the  right  of  way. 
He  was  right,  dead  right,  as  he  sped  along, 
But  he's  just  as  dead  as  though  he'd  been  wrong." 

BIOLOGICALLY  SPEAKING 

— Bachman,  '26. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  specimens  to  be  found  around 
Sweet  Briar  campus  is  that  of  the  Freshmen  (insecta 
ignobilis)  ;  these  animals  are  quite  humorous  and  are  easily, 
if  not  obviously,  noticeable.  Their  habits  are  regular  and 
not  particularly  unusual ;  during  September  and  the  first  part 
of  October  they  emerge  from  their  burrows  rather  early  in 
the  morning,  but  as  winter  advances  they  settle  down.  In 
the  daytime,  they  may  be  observed  anywhere  on  the  campus, 
swarming  in  especially  large  numbers  at  the  Tea  House  and 
in  the  mail  lines.  The  common  variety  of  Freshman  is  at  best 
an  imported  animal,  and  babbles  unceasingly  of  home  and  the 
Whysit  High  School,  but  on  the  whole  it  seems  happy  and 
contented. 

The  Freshman  has  no  particularly  conspicuous  markings 
except  for  its  color;  this  is  bright  green  with  varying  shades 
of  lavender.  Its  methods  of  food-getting  are  somewhat  primi- 
tive and  cause  great  activity  among  the  waitresses  in  the 
Refectory;  its  adaptations  for  absorption  (of  knowledge)  is 
not  noticeable  to  a  marked  degree. 
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Its  powers  of  speech  are  also  somewhat  limited;  in  fact, 
they  are  confined  to  a  few  well-worn  phrases,  some  of  the 
most  noticeable  of  which  are  "I  can  tell,"  and  "I'm  not 
going  (doing,  thinking,  eating,  saying)  any  where,  (anything) 
else  but." 

The  economic  value  of  the  Freshman  at  the  early  or  grub 
stage  is  so  slight  as  to  be  almost  negative;  yet  it  furnishes 
great  support  for  Darwin's  theories  on  evolution  because, 
lowly  as  it  is,  it  is  yet  the  foundation  of  the  chrysalis  from 
which  such  Heaven-aspiring  creatures  as  Seniors  emerge. 

Fresh :     ' '  Phil  Payne  is  like  a  pirate  when  she  sings. ' ' 

Soph:     "How's  that?" 

Fresh:     "She  commits  murder  on  the  high  C's." 

Love  is  like  Virginia  snows ;  a  heavy  fall,  a  lot  of  slush,  and 
general  bad  weather  afterwards. 

Freshman  (writing  a  letter)  :  "I'm  going  to  tell  Bill  some- 
thing sweet." 

Sophomore:     "I  don't  want  you  to  mention  me." 

SALESMANSHIP 

A  man  was  hit  by  an  automobile  in  front  of  a  newstand  on 
Woodward  Avenue  in  Detroit  the  other  day.  He  arose  rather 
dazed  and  ventured,  "Where  am  I?" 

"Here  you  are,  sir,"  replied  the  bookseller,  "a  map  of 
Detroit  for  ten  cents." — Ex. 
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WHO'S  WHO 

(Periodically  Speaking) 

Cosmopolitan — The  Freshmen. 

Judge — Dr.  Lummis. 

True  Story — Report  cards. 

Motor  Life— The  Bus. 

American — Miss  McVea. 

Vanity  Fair — The  Seniors. 

Good  Housekeeping — Miss  Shiffer. 

The  House  Beautiful — Sweet  Briar  House. 

Review  of  Reviews — Week  before  exams. 

Saturday  Evening  Post — Miss  Thatcher. 

Everybody's  Magazine — S.  B.  Magazine. 
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Hlumnae  IRotes 

Recent  alumnae  guests  include :  Mattie  Hammond,  '21 ; 
Beulah  Norris,  '22 ;  Shelly  Rouse,  '21 ;  Loiette  Hampton,  '22 ; 
Grizzelle  Thompson,  '22 ;  Lillie  Maddox,  '22 ;  Alice  Babcock, 
'22;  Margaret  Vaughn;  Emily  Jeffrey;  Betty  Leopold;  and 
Virginia  Lewis. 

The  following  engagements  have  been  announced: 

Ellean  Wolf  to  Gauis  Holsey,  which  will  terminate  in  a 
spring  wedding.  Ada  Tyler  has  been  asked  to  serve  as  brides- 
maid. 

Ruth  Durrell  to  Royal  Ryan,  both  of  Cincinnati. 

AlumnaB  notes  wishes  to  anounce  the  following  marriages : 
Margaret  Heingbaum  to  Jules  de  Lescailles  of  Davenport, 
Iowa.  The  wedding  took  place  January  17th,  in  Davenport. 
Josephine  Von  Mawr  and  Eleanor  Horned  were  included  in 
the  bridal  party.  After  a  trip  abroad,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  de 
Lescailles  will  be  at  home  in  Davenport. 

Blanche  Quincy  to  Sidney  Stubbs  took  place  in  January. 
They  are  taking  an  extended  trip  to  Florida  and  Cuba. 

Dorothy  Nicholson  to  Parker  Runyon,  both  of  New  York 
City. 

Romayne  Schooley  of  Wilkesbarre  has  set  the  date  of  her 
wedding  for  April  2nd  and  has  chosen  her  bridal  party, 
which  includes  Ella  Polk,  Cordelia  Kirkendall,  and  Luise 
Wolf,  who  are  now  in  school. 

Our  alumnae  who  are  holding  positions  are: 

Marian  Walker,  who  is  doing  secretarial  work  for  the  East 
Orange  Medical  board. 

Mattie  Hammond  teaching  school  in  Charlottesville. 

Margaret  McVey  is  physical  director  at  St.  Catherine's 
School  in  Richmond. 
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Margaret  Mierke  doing  dramatic  work  with  the  "Little 
Theater"  in  Cleveland. 

Martha  Morgan  teaching  at  Clifton  Spring,  N.  Y. 

Former  Sweet  Briar  students  who  are  now  studying  in 
other  colleges,  but  whom  we  expect  to  return  to  us  next  year 
are: 

Delphine  Morton  who  is  studying  at  Western  Reserve  in 
Cleveland. 

Molly  Merriweather  who  is  spending  the  winter  in  Swit- 
zerland. 

Gertrude  McGiffeurt  at  Normal  School  in  Deluth. 

Marian  Grimes  and  Virginia  Billings  are  attending  the 
University  of  Minn. 

Betty  Leopold  and  Francis  Everett  are  attending  the 
"School  of  Design  for  Women"  in  Philadelphia. 

Former  graduates  who  are  spending  the  winter  abroad  are 
Phoebe  Evans,  '22,  at  present  in  Spain,  and  Katherine  Shan- 
nahan,  '22,  now  in  Italy. 

Marjorie  Milligan,  who  completed  her  courses  in  February, 
is  living  in  Lynchburg  with  her  father  and  mother  who  have 
taken  an  apartment  until  June. 
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Exchanges 


It  is  with  great  pleasure  that  we  acknowledge  the  following 
exchanges : 

Hollins  Magazine,  Hollins  College. 

Vassar  Miscellany  Monthly,  Vassar  College. 

Smith  Monthly,  Smith  College. 

The  Tattler,  Randolph-Macon  Woman's  College. 

St.  Marty's  Chime,  St.  Mary's  College. 

The  Aurora,  Agnes  Scott  College. 

The  Messenger,  Richmond  College. 

The  Herald,  Hood  College. 

Lake  Erie  Record,  Lake  Erie  College. 

Tennessee  College  Magazine. 

The  Agonistis,  Agnes  Scott  College. 

The  Oracle,  Woodberry  Forest  School. 

The  Purple  Parrot,  Oxford  College. 


College  Directory 


OFFICERS  OF  THE  COLLEGE 

President _ _ Dr.  Emelie  "Watts  McVea 

Treasurer  and  Business  Manager Mr.  William  B.  Dew 

STUDENT  GOVERNMENT  ASSOCIATION 

President Virginia    Stanberry 

Vice-President Helen  MacMahon 

Secretary Lydia  Purcell 

Treasurer _ Louisa  Newkirk 

EXECUTIVE  COMMITTEE 
Annie  Ford  Helen  Hill  Margaret  Nelson 

Mart  Marshall  Berenice  Hulburd 

DRAMATICS 

President Lorna  Weber 

Secretary Margaret  Hogue 

ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION 

President Elizabeth  Taylob 

Secretary Margaret  Nelson 

SWEET  BRIAR  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION 

President Ada    Tyler 

Secretary _ Mary    Marshall 

Treasurer Susan  Semrall 

GLEE  CLUB 

President Harrell   James 

Secretary _ „ Ruth    Pratt 

TAU  PHI 

President _ Katherine  Hagler 

Secretary — Jane  Guig  <ard 

PUBLICATIONS 

Editor-in-chief  of  Briar  Patch _ Marian  Swannell 

Business  Manager..... Eleanor  Harned 

Editor-in-chief  of  Sweet  Briar  Magazine. Martha  Lobingier 

Business  Manager Lydia  Purcell 

CLASS  PRESIDENTS 

Senior Lydia  Purcell 

Junior .Berenice  Hulburd 

Sophomore _ Cordelia  Kirkendall 

Freshmen _..._ _ Gertrude  Collins 

VARSITY  COUNCIL 
Chairman Lydia  Purcell 

HEADS  OF  SPORTS 

Head  of  Hockey _..Lydia  Purcell 

Head  of  Basketball Louise  Carper 

Head  of  Swimming Thomasine  Rose 

Head  of  Riding Louisa  Newkirk 

Head  of  Hiking Ada  Tyler 

Head  of  Tennis Annie  Ford 

Head  of  Track Marian  Swannell 

HIKE  LEADERS 

Margaret  Burwell        Eleanor  Miller  Amy  Williams 

Mary  Craighill  Mary  Sailer 

RIDING  LEADERS 
Marie  Klooz  Vlbginia  Stanberry        Estel  Schofield 

Fredri?a  Bernhard        Grace  Merrick  Phyllis  Millinger 

Josephine  von  Mawr 
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W.  M.  DOYLE,  Jr. 


5Flortst0 

Fine  Roses,  Carnations,  Sweet  Peas 

AND  ALL  OTHER  FLOWERS  IN  SKASON 

Funeral  Designs,   Wedding  Invitations,  Etc. 
Commnecenient  Bouquets  A  Specialty 
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100.000  feet  glass  and 
ten  acres  devoted  to 
culture  of  flowers. 
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814  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 


Ready- to-Wear 
Millinery 


COLLEGE  GIRLS  ARE 
CORDIALLY  INVITED 
TO  VISIT  THIS  STORE 


PALACE 

OF 

SWEETS 

STANDS 

FOR  PURITY  AND 

QUALITY 

You  Will  Find  Everything  You 

Want  at  Our  Store  from 

Soup  to  Nuts 

MEET  YOUR  FRIENDS  HKRE 

ACROSS  FROM  CARROLL 

HOTEL 
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SEND  ALL  YOUR  FILMS  BACK  TO 

FISHER'S 

Careful  Developing,  Printing,  Enlarging 
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All  prints  on  Velox,  all  films  tank  developed. 
Best  Possible  Results  Guaranteed 


Full  Line  of 

Kodaks  and 
Flash-lights, 
Athletic 
Supplies 


Golf,  Tennis, 

Basketball, 

Sweaters, 

Musical 

Instruments 


S.  O.  FISHER 


PHONE  1162 


1024  Main  Street 


Lynchburg,  Va. 
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LYNCHBURG'S   MOST  MODERN 


Department  Store 


"THE  STORE  WHERE  YOU  WILL 


LIKE  TO  SHOP" 


Our  Motto: 
Courtesy — Satisfaction — Service 


St 
St 

St 
St 

St 

ft 

St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 

si 

St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
Si 
St 
St 
St 
St 

I 

St 
St 

St 
St 

St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 
St 

% 

St 
St 
St 
St 

St 

St 
St 
St 
St 

St 
St 

St 
St 
St 

St 
St 

I 

St 

I 

St 


3«jta«i«3ta«i«^MMMi«i«Ma<^i«^^i«jt^dcM39dt^MM3eKMM3t»Mat3«i«MMitMi«itM 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


I  Guggenheimer's  i 

X  X 

X  X 

X  X 

%  % 

%  % 

%  % 

%  % 

%  % 

%  % 

%  ^mm^                                                                   % 

d  TA  most  convenient 
^H  place  to  wait  for  j* 

I  you  where  I  can            | 

I  spend  my  time  look-            I 

|  ing  at  the  new  pret-            I 

f  ty  things.                             $ 

%  St 

I  H             I 

If  X 

%  X 

If  * 

%  % 

%  % 

%  % 

K  % 

X  % 


ADVERTISEMENTS 
•?•?•£  J?,l?J£f£<£>£l?l?.l^8f»^l£J^  •£•?•?•?•?  I?  I*  W-  r  It W  r,  **  r  **  J*  r  **  «T  *•  ft  V- 1*  I*  ft..  ♦?  It  ft.  ftft 

a  a* 

K  St 

cy^lmond's 

1  "  The  Store  with  the  College  Spirit "    | 

m    * 

as  —     st 

*  & 

I  __                                                                                                 St 

%  MTTIT  has  been  our  ambition  for                 J 

%  ^jj   many  years,  to  supply  the                % 

g  College  Girl's  every  need,   and                J 

%  with  this  objective  in  mind,  we 

%  have  assembled,  this  year,  more                % 

|  beautiful  and    practical    things                J 

%  than    ever  before,  that  would 

*  appeal  to  the  College  Girl's  Fan-  k 
g  cies  as  well  as  to  her  Economical  j 
if  senses.  Therefore,  we  have  £ 
k  chosen  for  our  slogan:                                 °st 

I  8 

|  "THE  STORE  WITH  THE 

J  COLLEGE  SPIRIT"                       % 

$  * 

I  5 

I  I 

I  *                       1 

I  i 

*§  St 

I  STYLE  AND  QUALITY  WITHOUT                 5 

|  EXTRAVAGANCE                                   2 

V  S€ 

t£  si 

I  C.  H.  Almond  Dry  Goods  Co.  I 

%  St 

%  St 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

If  % 

ft  X 

J  We          | 
!  VIRGINIAN  I 

%  5 

ft  2 

%  % 

|  European                     | 

£  2 

H  2 

*  5 

I  I 

1  «^WODERN                     | 

I  FIREPROOF 

I?  ££ 

ft  % 

ft  % 

H  2 

H  2 

if  5 

&  2 

ft  ^                                           3 

*  2 

H  2 

t  i 

I  i 

i  i 

*  Dinner           Parties  5 

*  * 
|  Banquets                             f 

ft  x 

ft  x 

if  x 

ft  X 

F.  C.  CRIDER,  Sec'y-Mgr.  | 

%  x 

ft  * 

If  * 

ft  X 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


«||||KI|««l|«ll*tf6«SHK»5*i*,o>l*5*8KW«>5*S«««*e***«,5**«***««*«»6 


BALDWIN'S 

LADIES' 

READY-TO-WEAR 

MILLINERY 

SHOES 
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The  Famous 
SHAKER-KNIT 


When  in  Lynchburg  Make  Tbis 
Your   Headquarters 


Home  of  the  Latest  and 
Most  Refined 
Entertainment 
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Academy 

MAIN  ST.,  NEAR  6th 

Open  Daily 
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FOR 

College  Trade 

We  are  on  the  lower 
end  of  Main  Street 
but  it  will  pay  you 
to  see  our  styles 

The  Home  of    Brooklyn 
Styles 

Bell  Shoe  Store 

1109  MAIN  STREET 
"Quality  Shoes  for  Less" 


D.  B.  Ryland  &  Go.  | 


Incorporated 


809  Main  Street 


*£ 


Jewelery 

and 

Silversmiths 


We  Solicit  Your 
Patronage 
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HABOWA RE 

We  Carry  a  Complete  Line  of  Up-to-Date  Hardware 

Electric  Irons,  Percolators,  Vacuum  Bottles,  Etc. 

cA  Full  Line  of  Universal  Goods. 

cyllNSLIE-MARTIN  CO. 


911  cTVIain  Street 


Lynchburg,  Va. 


WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 
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CORRECT 
COLLEGE 
STYLES 


SHOES 
HOSIERY 

Isbell-Bowman  Company 


Bring  Us  Your  Eye  Glass  Troubles 

We  Grind  Our  Own  Lenses  and  Can 

Duplicate  the  Most  Complicated 

Glass  Without  Your 

Prescription 

WE  LEAD  IN 

Watch  and  Jewelry" 
Repairing 

NEW  WORK  MADE  TO 

ORDER  ON  THE 

PREMISES 

The  Best  Only 

Buckingham  &  Flippin 

913  Main  St. 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 


Winfree-Strother 
Furniture  Co. 

( Incorporated) 

WHOLESALE 
and  RETAIL 

Furniture 
Dealers 


717  Main  Street 

LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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Lynchburg  Crockery 
Company,  Inc. 

China,  Cut  Glass  and 
Electric  Lamps 


1027  Main  Street 


D.  D.  MacGREGOR 


The 

PALAIS  ROYAL 

The  House  of  Fashion 

Ladies'  and  Misses'  W earing 
Apparal 

Invites  especially  the  College 
Girls  to  make  this  their  store; 
and  realizing  that  you  know 
what  is  just  right,  we  shall  now 
have  in  stock  only  the  best, 
and  at  attractive  prices. 


THE  PALAIS  ROYAL 

1013  and  1015  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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Sonnet 

Makion  Greene,  '25 

The  rustle  of  the  wind  in  tall,  dry  grass, 
A  whispered  message  swiftly  blowing  by, 
The  graceful  waves  in  rippling  surges  sigh 
When  ruffled  by  the  breezes  quick  that  pass, 
Gold-brown,  wind-stirred — the  waving,  bowing  mass 
With  merriment  light  laughs  and  crackles  dry, 
Or  blown  by  sharper  wind  a  moan  pitched  high 
Mounts  up  as  whipping,  whirling  gusts  harass. 
To  this  I  listen,  sitting  thought-lost  long, 
Upon  the  rising  hill  grass-grown  and  brown. 
A  warmer,  softer  breeze  with  freshened  scent 
Now  whips  my  cheek  and  lulls  the  grasses'  song, 
Until  it  carries  with  a  ling 'ring  frown 
The  news  of  spring  to  come ;  dead  grass  wind-bent. 
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TLvqo  tDer\>  different  jfantaeies 
for  Springtime 

i 

La  Fievre 

HE  LITTLEST  PRINCESS  was  swinging  back 
and  forth  high  up  in  a  wistaria  vine,  her  rosy  face 
hide-and-seeking  with  the  morning  sunshine,  her 
'  small  feet  kicking  fresh  fragrance  out  of  the 
heavy  clusters  of  blossom,  her  thistledown  head  making  up 
poems  about  flowering-almond.     Something  like  this: 

"Round  funny  little  puff-balls, 
Feather  soft  and  pink — 
Silky,  fluffy  little  puff-balls, 
I  will  pluck  you  from  your  stiff  stems 
To   powder   my  nose  with. ' ' 

The  sunlight  was  so  sharp  and  clear  and  sparkling  and  the 
wistaria  such  a  heavenly  color  and  the  idea  of  the  flowering- 
almond  so  intriguing  that  the  princess  wriggled  with  delight 
and  flung  her  arms  out  wide  and  stretchily  and  breathed  so 
deep  that  her  breath  nearly  got  caught  on  something  and 
didn't  come  back. 

Then  suddenly  she  wasn't  happy  at  all;  her  arms  slumped 
to  her  side  and  she  slumped  down  on  the  wistaria  vine  and 
was  terribly  bored.  In  front  she  saw  a  patch  of  red-looking 
new  plowed  field  and  thought  she'd  like  to  go  there.  And  so 
she  did.  But  when  she  got  there  she  saw  a  stretch  of  pale- 
green  field  and  wanted  to  be  there  instead.  But  when  she  got 
down  where  the  early  rye  was  coming  up  she  wanted  to  go 
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farther  where  the  ground  looked  green  and  red  both.  When 
you  stand  where  it  is  green  and  red  both  you  can  just  see 
where  it  looks  blue  and  green.  And  the  princess  loved  blue 
so  she  decided  to  go  on.  But  when  she  got  there  it  didn't 
seem  blue  at  all  and  not  nearly  as  pretty  a  green  as  the  first 
patch  she  had  left. 

The  Littlest  Princess  presently  discovered  that  she  was  a 
long  way  from  home  and  felt  if  she  didn't  get  there  quickly 
she'd  lie  down  under  the  apple  trees  and  die.  Hurrying  back 
she  was  sure  there  was  nothing  she  wanted  but  to  be  home  and 
to  go  to  sleep  in  the  clover-bed.  But  just  as  she  reached  home 
she  felt  all  of  a  sudden  that  she  didn't  want  to  be  there  at  all 
and  was  moreover  very  wide  awake.  She  rushed  to  her  father 
the  king  and  asked  him  to  have  a  dance  for  her. 

"Tonight!"  she  gurgled.  "Jasmine  dew  in  the  daffodil 
cups  and  the  dogwood  blossom  plates  and  valley-lillies  for  the 
girls'  hair  and — " 

"One  minute!"  plead  the  king — he  was  only  a  father  after 
all,  "yesterday  when  I  wanted  a  party  you  said  you  wouldn't 
have  another  until  moon-time  for  anything  in  the  world." 

"Oh,  but  that  was  yesterday!"  explained  the  princess. 
"Tonight  we  must  have  it  quite  dark  with  only  fire-fly  flash- 
lights." 

So  of  course  they  had  the  party.  And  it  was  after  that 
that  the  princess  began  to  fall  in  love. 

She  met  Floriel  down  where  the  iris  is  thick  under  the  crab- 
apple  tree  and  they  played  at  hitting  each  other  with  the  pink 
buds  of  apple-blossom.     And  Floriel  said, 

"Little  Princess,  this  is  the  very  time  for  you  to  marry  me. 
My  father  will  give  us  everything.  You  can  have  forsythia 
for  wedding  bells  and  a  whole  dress  of  bridal  wreath  and 
maiden  hair  and  a  dance  every  night." 

The  princess  said  all  right,  she'd  love  to  and  told  her  father 
all  about  it. 
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Then  she  met  Marcery  in  a  quaint  little  spot  by  an  old  lily 
pond  where  the  sodden  brown  leaves  were  sloughing  off  into 
the  water  leaving  tufted  green  moss  bare  and  clumps  of 
arbutus  peeking  through  here  and  there.  And  Marcery  said, 
1 '  Princess,  see  this  little  brown  book  I  have  ?  We  can  sit  here 
for  always  in  this  hiding  place  and  read  and  read  and  ask 
questions  and  make  up  answers  and  write  delightful  poems 
all  day  long." 

The  princess  said  she  was  so  glad  to  find  somebody  who 
loved  poetry  as  well  as  she  did  and  she  told  her  father  all 
about  it. 

Then  she  met  Valentyn  up  in  a  judas  tree  and  he  said, 
"Dear  Princess,  my  heart  is  like  the  pirus  japonica — all  the 
sword-thorns  you  have  thrust  there  and  the  scarlet  drops  of 
blood  that  they  have  pricked  out  of  it.  If  you  won't  love  me 
I  will  wither  away  to  something  white  and  mute  and  retro- 
spective like  pear  blossoms  and  let  the  most  indifferent  winds 
blow  me  to  pieces." 

The  princess  said,  "But  of  course  I'd  never  let  you  do 
that."     And  she  told  her  father  all  about  it. 

Then  she  met  Tarntyl  in  the  pansy  violet  plot  and  he  said 
soft  and  quickly,  ' '  Listen,  sweetheart !  Did  you  know  the 
little  sun  fairies  were  kissing  the  tight,  green  lilac  buds  till 
they  reddened  and  that  soon  they  will  be  open?  Listen  .  .  . 
I'll  tell  you  secrets  I've  never  told  to  anybody — if  you'll  let 
me  be  a  little  sun-fairy  and  kiss  the  coolness  of  your  little  lips. 
There  is  nothing  sweeter  in  the  world  than  lilac  buds,  and 
you." 

The  Little  Princess  said,  "I  love  the  way  of  sun  fairies," 
and  she  told  her  father  almost  all  about  it.  And  she  said  to 
him,  "Father,  I'm  so  very  desperately  miserable,  and  so 
thrilly,  tingly,  dancing,  tearing  happy  that  I  don't  know  what 
to  do.  I  can 't  stay  still  and  I  don 't  want  to  move,  and  I  want 
everything  I  can  think  of  and  then  nothing  is  what  I  really 
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want.  Everything  is  so  lovely  but  when  I  think  I  have  my 
arms  around  it,  it's  gotten  far  off  like  a  picture  I've  no  part 
in.     Oh,  isn  't  there  anything  that  you  can  do ! " 

But  the  king — who  was  after  all  a  father — only  smiled. 
' '  There  is  no  cure, ' '  he  said,  ' '  even  the  Littlest  Princess  must 
have  Spring  Fever." 

II 

Le  Sommeil 

1.  And  he  had  come  hack  again !  She  had  known  in  a 
vague  way  that  he  would,  but  through  most  of  the  bright 
sunshiny  day  The  Girl  had  forgotten  him.  It  had  been  such 
a  dazzingly  fair  and  smiling  day  spilling  out  such  a  lovely 
trustfulness  in  the  best  of  everything.  The  Girl  had  several 
times  felt  a  prick  of  apprehension  and  then  told  herself  firmly 
it  could  not  be  so — nothing  so  sinister  could  really  belong  to 
such  a  clear,  sunny  world  as  this.  But  now  in  the  eerie  half- 
light  of  the  evening  he  had  come  again ;  out  of  the  unsilencable 
shadows  that  intangible,  all-pervading  spirit  of  him  was 
stretching  out  caressing,  possessive  fingers  to  her.  His  eyes 
were  dusky,  heavy-fringed  with  dusky  lashes,  half-shut,  yet 
searching — searching  with  a  penetration  which  melted  every 
barrier  as  dawn-mists  melt  before  the  sun.  He  was  lithe  of 
body,  tall  and  strong  with  a  strength  not  seen  but  felt.  And 
as  before,  he  smiled.  Once  the  Girl  looked  at  him  and  in  the 
rush  of  emotions  which  flooded  over  her  there  was  the  in- 
stinctive impulse  to  turn  away  quickly.    Was  he  really  there? 

In  the  gray  light  he  was  a  figure  of  lines — lines  with  a  half 
translucency  and  yet  a  strange  expressive  f orcefulness ;  lines 
that  were  long,  sinuous,  seductive ;  lines  which  intrigued  you 
somewhere  and  left  you  nothingness ;  lines  that  blended  with 
the  dark  and  blended  with  the  light  and  yet  blended  with 
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nothing  at  all ;  lines  that  were  without  color  and  changed  un- 
ceasingly, yet  remained  immutable,  unavoidable,  hypnotic. 

An  infinitessemal  shudder  running  through  the  Girl 
changed  to  satisfying  warmth.  He  was  sprinkling  star-dust 
in  her  eyes. 

2.  Another  day.  All  through  it  the  Girl  had  been  fighting 
with  herself.  She  had  been  telling  herself  that  he  must  not, 
should  not,  take  her  for  his  own  against  her  will.  She  loved 
him — alas,  no  doubt  of  that ;  sometimes  we  do  know  when  we 
love.  But  he  was  taking  her  away  and  losing  her.  She  had 
tried  to  fight  against  his  conquering  of  her — against  that 
insistent  possessiveness  which  wrought  its  chains  stronger  and 
stronger  with  an  uncanny  power  which  made  it  almost  inevita- 
ble now.  For  the  Girl,  looking  in  the  glass,  had  seen  her  eyes 
grow  deep,  fathomless,  dusky  and  half  closed  like  his.  He  had 
been  coming  every  day  for  a  long  time  now.  Always  he  asked 
her  to  go  away  with  him  in  that  toneless,  vibrant,  burning 
voice.  Always  she  said,  ' '  No,  I  must  not !  Not  yet — there  are 
things  I  must  do  here."  And  always  he  took  her  away  with 
him.  Away  to  far  countries  where  there  are  endless  balls  and 
endless  brilliant  pleasure  grounds  and  perfumes  of  Araby, 
where  there  are  story  books  pouring  out  inimitable  romances 
and  phantasmagoric  figures  dancing  on  a  timeless  stage. 

He  came  oftener  and  oftener.  The  Girl  could  only  resist  a 
little  while.     He  sifted  star-dust  in  her  eyes. 

3.  iPor  several  weeks  the  Girl  had  led  a  dual  life.  Her 
eyes  were  larger,  duskier,  more  heavy-lidded.  Now  she  knew 
it  was  only  a  matter  of  time.  The  sunlit  world  was  still  laying 
its  gifts  and  promises  at  her  feet  and  not  long  ago  she  had 
planned  to  be  a  Somebody.  But  that  was  before  she  had  come 
to  know  him  as  an  enemy  and  as  a  lover,  that  was  before  he 
had  first  looked  into  her  soul  with  his  dusky  eyes  and  put  his 
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crushing  arms  about  her.  Looking  back  now  she  knew  she 
had  been  giving  herself  to  him  a  little  piece  by  little  piece  from 
the  first.     Soon  she  would  belong  entirely  to  the  charmer. 

Then  came  that  time.  It  was  like  the  other  times  except 
that  she  no  longer  tried  to  gather  the  thin-worn  shreds  of  her 
determination  to  beat  against  him  futilely.  He  came  for  her 
and  she  went  away  with  him.  And  never,  never,  never,  so  long 
as  drowsy  warm  days  follow  winter  and  the  best  of  us  yawn 
in  the  springtime,  will  she  come  back  again.  She  was  the 
Sandman's  Bride! 


©ur  ©lb  place 

This  old  place  in  the  lowlands  that  was  ours — 

Desertion  broods  there  a  deep-woven  spell. 

As  if  a  hand  with  crude,  uncanny  powers 

Had  crushed  it  out  of  life.     No  one  can  tell 

How  long  ago  the  broken  pillars  fell 

Into  the  garden,  for  the  rose-vines  there 

Have  matted  round  them  gently,  nursed  them  well. 

A  few  bricks  charred  and  scattered  still  mark  where 

The  house  sat — and  a  chimney  naked  and  austere. 

All  gone.     The  pattered  rush  of  children's  feet, 
The  firm  steps  of  a  woman  who  was  young; 
The  voices  of  old  negroes,  vibrant,  sweet, 
The  quaint  and  prayerful  melodies  they  sung ; 
The  sudden  insolence  of  soldiers  flung 
Across  the  peacefulness.     Now  no  one  heeds 
The  ling 'ring  ghosts  that  have  a  bitter  tongue. 
Our  old  place,  guarding  varied  secrets,  feeds 
The  hungry  solitude  on  tangled  weeds. 
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Zhe  Jpartner 


|TONY  HILL" — a  remote  and  rambling  old  plan- 
tation on  the  Congaree,  where  the  cotton-fields, 
the  negroes  and  the  master's  menage  are  not  as 
in  the  days  gone  by.  No  one  in  that  part  of  the 
country  questions  why  a  former  owner  named  it ' '  Stony  Hill, ' ' 
but  there  is  no  visible  elevation  of  any  part  of  this  property 
over  the  rest  of  the  very  flat  landscape  and  never  a  stone  in 
the  coarse  sand  top-soil.  Life  is  rather  quiet  here.  In  front 
of  the  house  the  buggy-wheels  always  scrape  when  you  turn 
around  on  that  hard  gritty  place ;  the  turkey-gobbler  is  always 
strutting  up  and  down  flapping  those  red  neck-things  of  his 
with  an  insolent  officiousness ;  the  chickens  are  always  pecking 
at  the  calico  beds  of  zinnias  and  petunias,  Alphonso,  ebon- 
skinned,  is  always  sitting  on  the  wood  pile  looking  at  a  cham- 
pagne-colored cow  asleep  by  the  garden  fence. 

The  house  itself  sits  high  off  the  ground  on  ancient  plas- 
tered brick  columns  into  which  moss  has  crept  like  an  old, 
old  relative  come  to  stay  and  velvet-bean  vines,  climbing  up 
on  twine,  make  a  luxuriant  screen  for  the  hunting-buggy,  the 
rusty  harrow  and  the  hens'  nests  underneath  the  porch.  The 
heavy  beams  and  sleepers  are  of  hatchet-hewn  oak,  the  nails 
are  shapeless  handmade  ones,  the  doors  have  quaint  locks  with 
massive  keys.  And  this  the  same  for  a  hundred  years  upon 
almost  another  hundred. 

Beverly  and  Elsie  had  come  to  live  here  since  the  last  five ; 
to  live  along  and  hope  and  glance  out  often  at  the  faraway 
fringe  of  trees  which  marks  the  swampland.  Behind  those  trees 
a  narrow  river  flows  between  the  fields  along  its  banks  with 
such  a  languid  air  of  innocence  that  only  those  who  know  it 
well  believe  it  is  smiling  as  if  it  always  has  a  joke  up  its  sleeve. 
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For  it  can,  within  a  few  hours,  no  notice  posted,  become  a 
maddened  yellow  flood  chuckling  as  it  sweeps  away  the  crops. 
There  is  no  way  of  reckoning;  sometimes  it  will  take  every- 
thing for  three  or  four  seasons,  sometimes  aid  several  succes- 
sive harvests  to  come  to  rich  fruition.  Harvests  in  the  swamp- 
land easily  triple  any  others  and  farmers,  who  are  only  gam- 
blers after  all,  play  there,  fascinated,  for  big  stakes.  Beverly 
Moore  was  actuated  by  an  unbidden  call  of  the  soil  and  the 
spur  of  a  sporting  spirit.  Having  married  Elsie,  he  made 
his  start  as  a  business  man  by  buying  the  run-down  Stony 
Hill  and  planting  on  the  river.  His  brothers  called  him  hard- 
headed,  his  mother  cried  over  him  a  little  and  his  father  said 
he  was  a  plain  fool. 

We  like  to  make  old  houses  the  hangout  of  all  the  evil  spirits 
in  Christendom.  The  dwelling,  gaunt  and  gray,  which  tops 
the  crest  of  the  fictional  Stony  Hill  looks  apathetic  as  if  it 
had  been  doped  on  narcotics  of  the  past.  The  negroes,  having 
' '  seed  them  speerits  theyselves, ' '  are  generous  with  their  nar- 
ratives. The  doors  unlock  themselves  at  night,  a  green  light 
shines  out  from  that  alcove  beneath  the  stairs,  a  girl  was 
strangled  in  the  room  behind  the  parlor,  one  man  killed  his 
wife  and  buried  her  in  the  attic,  and  another  highly  notorious 
character  traditionally  known  as  "the  Partner"  committed 
suicide  in  the  west  bedroom. 

It  was  a  historical  fact  about  the  suicide.  Beverly  found 
it  common  knowledge  in  the  county  that  "the  Partner"  had 
received  his  name  during  his  life  time  from  his  affiliation  with 
various  invisible  personages  by  whom  he  claimed  to  be  directed. 
He  was  an  eccentric  hermit-like  individual  and  nobody  seems 
to  have  found  out  whether  it  was  river  devils,  alcoholic  imps 
or  shades  of  the  departed  that  he  was  in  business  with. 
Beverly  explained  that  as  everything,  so  to  speak,  was  tied  up 
in  the  swampland  and  as  the  tricky  little  river  kept  a  man 
nervous  at  times  it  was  not  unnatural  that  an  owner  of  Stony 
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Hill  had  given  up  to  the  strain.  "This  one  shot  himself  at 
the  height  of  the  spring  flood  about  1890, ' '  he  said.  ' '  He  had 
lost  for  four  years  straight  and  the  river  had  been  rising  for 
three  days.  Well,  the  old  'Partner'  is  up  where  the  floods 
come  from  now.  I  wonder  if  he  left  any  of  his  heart  in  the 
river  land." 

Beverly  and  Elsie  laughed  a  little  and  decided  not  to  com- 
mit suicide  no  matter  what  happened. 

Out  of  the  five  years,  three  had  failed  and  a  half -crop  of 
the  fourth.  Beverly  had  never  let  his  courage  fail  or  his 
faith  die  out;  he  and  Elsie  still  planted  their  banner  con- 
fidently in  the  swampland  where  there  were  ever  now  the 
grave  mounds  of  many  plans.  But  they  were  in  debt.  This 
was  the  make  or  break  year.  "With  characteristic  daring 
Beverly  had  changed  his  tactics  and  set  on  foot  a  new  and 
mammoth  project.  He  planted  the  upland  in  corn  and  turned 
all  the  swamp  into  rich  pasture  and  there  he  put  almost  a 
thousand  cattle,  mostly  other  peoples'.  It  was  a  big  venture 
and  he  had  put  all  he  had  into  it  but  it  was  fairly  safe  and 
sure  to  profit  if  the  cattle  were  always  gotten  out  of  the  swamp 
in  time.  All  through  the  spring  freshet  season  Beverly  and 
Elsie  had  lived  off  weather  reports  and  prayers.  Three  times 
it  had  been  necessary  to  sound  a  quick  alarm  and  rush  out  to 
drive  the  cows  to  the  upland  but  the  river  only  rose  a  few  feet 
each  time  and  harmed  nothing. 

It  was  midsummer  now ;  the  petunias  nourishing  beside  the 
steps,  the  watermelons  piled  on  the  front  porch,  the  white 
sand  burning  the  feet  of  black  Alphonso.  The  caked  mud  on 
Beverly's  hoodless  Ford  had  dried  to  powder  and  bounced  off 
in  little  dust  clouds  when  he  back-fired  down  the  road.  He 
came  home  in  high  good  humor,  singing. 

"Got  to  be  some  rain  soon  or  we'll  perish,"  he  called  to 
Elsie  from  the  hammock.    "They've  already  had  a  good  deal 
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in  the  up-country.  Even  the  grass  in  the  swamp  is  getting 
dry  but  those  cows  look  fat  and  fine.  I'll  tell  you,  honey, 
we're  coming  through  with  bells  and  trumpets." 

The  shadows  crept  up  lazarus-like  around  the  house ;  it  was 
still  and  hot  and  they  sat  on  the  porch  until  late.  Elsie  had 
been  sleeping  in  the  west  room  lately  where  it  was  cooler.  It 
was  only  three  steps  across  the  hall  to  Beverly  and  she  was 
never  troubled  by  wandering  ghosts  though  she  did  not  doubt 
particularly  that  there  might  be  some.  Perhaps  something 
from  the  brief  lives  of  men  can  somehow  seep  into  the  rooms 
that  were  intimately  theirs  and  linger  caressingly  long  after 
the  men  themselves  have  gone  on  and  a  new  order  of  things 
has  come  in.  But  Elsie  on  this  particular  night  going  to  bed 
in  "the  Partner's"  room  was  planning  fried  chicken  and 
black-berry  pie  for  dinner. 

Elsie  never  attempted  to  explain  it.  What  she  said  after* 
wards  was  that  she  woke  up  in  the  west  room  with  a  start, 
and  with  the  sense  that  there  was  something  near  her  reced- 
ing into  the  inky  blackness,  and  that  she  knew  with  a  burst 
of  revelation  as  if  somebody  had  just  pronounced  the  words 
in  her  ear,  that  the  river  was  rising  fast.  She  lighted  a  lamp 
hurriedly  and  in  a  minute  more  had  waked  Beverly — dazed 
and  sleepy,  he  was  convinced  she  had  gone  quite  mad. 

"It's  coming  up  stronger  every  minute  and  is  already  over 
the  dam, ' '  she  told  him,  not  stopping  to  wonder  how  she  could 
be  saying  such  a  thing.  She  said  the  words  mechanically  as 
if  she  were  repeating  something  just  told  to  her. 

It  was  four  o'clock.  She  and  Beverly  were  dressed  about 
the  same  time  and  soon  starting  the  Ford.  Its  harsh  snort 
seemed  to  shatter  the  early  morning  stillness  with  something 
very  horrid.  There  was  something  vaguely  uncanny  in  the 
gray  mistiness  all  about  them.  Calling  to  the  negro  hands  at 
the  cabins  they  passed,  Elsie  had  her  first  qualmish  doubt 
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about  this  mad  dream  of  hers — it  must  have  been  a  dream. 
And  though  a  strange  certainty  rushed  over  her  again  she 
was  somehow  surprised  to  find  some  of  the  cattle  already 
waiting  at  the  lower  pasture  gate.  Trickles  of  yellow  water 
were  edging  up  to  the  hoofs  of  the  last  of  them  and  the 
sucking,  swishing  guttural  of  the  flood  was  covering  the  pas- 
ture rapidly. 

Elsie  went  back  to  bring  more  men.  It  was  daylight  before 
the  last  cows  were  safely  in  the  upper  lot  and  the  long  cries 
of  the  drivers  had  died  out  of  the  swamp.  The  river  had  by 
this  time  reached  the  last  pasture  fence.  Elsie  drove  Beverly, 
worn  out,  wet  to  the  waist  and  muddy  to  the  eyebrows,  back 
to  breakfast.     He  was  grinning  broadly. 

"Two  hours  more  and — well,  we  won't  think  what  might 
have  happened.  A  day  or  so  to  fix  the  dam  again  now  when 
it's  over,  and  the  pasture  will  grow  back  twice  as  rich  in  a 
month,"  he  said.  ''This  means  more  than  the  roof  over  our 
heads — it's  the  triumph  of  the  make  or  break  year." 

"And  we  have  to  thank?  .  .  .  ." 

"I  think  we  have  to  thank  a  poor  unfortunate  who  couldn't 
keep  his  fingers  out  of  river  land,"  answered  Beverly,  "cer- 
tainly, our  best  friend." 

"Do  you  think,"  asked  Elsie,  "he  will  let  us  call  him  'our 
Partner'?" 
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IDeree 

Marion  Greene,   '25 

Soft  brown  with  sunlight  dancing, 
Dark  shadowed  depths  entrancing, 
Unnoticed  at  first  glancing, 
Therefore  I  looked  again. 

A  restlessness  delighting — 
Of  what  can  I  be  writing? 
Not  brown  eyes  so  inviting — 
Mud  puddles  after  rain. 


Maizie  Vernon,  '24 

Tut-Ankh-Amen  one  sunny  day 

In  lotus  land  so  far  away, 

Built  for  himself  a  pyramid 

In  which  three  thousand  years  he  hid 

Buried  far  down  beneath  the  clay. 

The  world  believed  him  gone  for  aye, 
Sad  sounded  out  the  mournful  lay 
As  he  crawled  to  his  pyramid, 
Tut-Ankh-Amen ! 

But  now  he  comes  to  life  to  say 
This  world  is  not  by  half  so  gay, 
That  mighty  secrets  lie  well  hid 
Beneath  his  mouldy  coverlid. 
If  you  could  speak,  what  would  you  say? 
Tut-Ankh-Amen  ? 


"With  Spring  vacation  a  thing  of  the  past,  there  is  but  one 
more  lap  to  go,  and  at  the  end  lies  a  goal.  For  some  it  is 
graduation,  an  end  in  itself  but  fraught  with  the  possibilities 
of  greater  and  more  startling  conquests.  To  others  it  is  only 
the  completion  of  one  more  cycle  in  their  education,  a  mile 
post  in  their  career  of  learning. 

So  much  for  the  goal ;  but  we  are  confronted  with  the 
present.  We,  in  company  with  hack  poets  and  young  lovers 
have  felt  the  throb  of  new  life  in  the  world,  have  counted  a 
thousand  big  fat  robins  and  ever  so  many  daffodils  and  can- 
not resist  the  renewed  and  urgent  call  of  nature.  We  are  apt 
in  the  relief  from  responsibilities  of  old  duties  discharged  to 
forget  the  honor  and  glory  of  new  ones  yet  to  be  assumed. 
Such  ideas  belong  to  the  drab,  slushy  months;  never  to  this 
time  of  the  year — rather  we  fling  off  old  comfortable  habits  to 
leap  headlong  for  the  waves  and  mad  adventure— which  would 
probably  be  a  task  in  December.  We  can  accomplish  these 
monstrous  deeds  of  Hercules  with  merely  the  turn  of  a  finger. 
Our  capacity  is  as  limitless  as  the  blue  horizon — 

' '  Sky   be   my   depth, 
Wind  be  my  width  and  my  heighth, 
World,   my   heart's    span, 
Loneliness,   wings   for   my   flight. ' ' 

Gbe  U?outb  flDovement 

In  a  special  issue  of  the  "New  Student,"  the  organ  of  the 
National  Student  Forum  we  have  further  evidence  that  the 
youth  of  the  world  is  rising  to  the  new  responsibilities  thrust 
upon  them  by  the  strained  condition  of  social  and  political 
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relations  among  all  nations.  The  Student  Forum  is  inter- 
national in  scope  and  strives  to  bring  together  in  conventions 
and  in  its  publication,  news  of  the  activities  of  students  in 
colleges  throughout  the  world.  This  particular  issue  is  a 
special  supplement  published  in  Germany  by  German  youths. 
That  they  realize  the  seriousness  of  the  situation  in  their 
mother  country  is  evident  by  the  sincere  efforts  they  are 
making  to  alleviate  conditions.     One  writer  states: 

"The  German  youths  have  arisen  against  the  old  govern- 
ment who  have  proved  faithless  to  the  spirit  of  our  race — to 
our  ancient  kinship  with  nature,  to  the  high  heritage  of  our 
poets  and  thinkers,  using  them  but  as  symbols  and  signs  and 
not  living  up  to  their  ideas." 

Truly  it  is  a  great  problem  and  one  to  be  met  by  the  young 
blood  of  a  great  nation — "those  who  dare  all  to  be  what  they 
really  feel."  And  yet  we  hate  to  think  of  the  outcome  of  a 
clash  between  the  rash  impetuosity  of  young  radicals — no 
matter  how  high  the  ideal  to  which  they  hold — and  the  cold 
seasoned  bartering  of  passionless  diplomats.  Whatever  hap- 
pens, however,  the  fact  remains  that  the  students  were  among 
the  first  to  hoist  their  banner  of  idealistic  reconstruction,  that 
in  itself,  should  be  more  than  inspiration  to  us  who  are  apt 
to  wax  fat  in  the  self  complacency  of  prosperity. 
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College  Hcttvittes 

fIDafcame  ponafibine 

Madame  Ponafidine,  who  spoke  to  the  college  on  March  3rd, 
gave  us  a  vivid  and  graphic  account  of  her  personal  experi- 
ences in  Russia  under  the  present  Soviet  Regime.  Until  some 
such  speaker  brings  the  facts  before  us,  we  neither  realize  nor 
understand  the  terrible  conditions  under  which  the  European 
countries  are  struggling  during  the  present  social  evolution. 

Such  a  vital  personality  as  Madame  Ponafidine's  could  not 
fail  to  grasp  and  hold  her  audience.  The  impression  she  left 
with  us  is  indelible. 

—A.  M.  W.,  '25. 

Zhe  Honor  Banquet 

Sweet  Briar  College  entertained  its  honor  students  Tuesday 
evening,  March  6th,  at  dinner.  Dr.  J.  C.  Metcalf  from  the 
University  of  Virginia  was  the  principal  speaker  of  the  even- 
ing. Dr.  Metcalf  spoke  on  "The  Art  of  Making  Acquire- 
ments." The  others  on  the  program  were  Dean  Lummis  on 
"Vergil,  My  Favorite  Poet,"  and,  representing  the  students, 
Miss  Jane  Guignard  on  "The  Joys  of  Literature."  The 
following  students  attended  the  dinner : 

Seniors 

E.  Brown  K.  Hagler  L.  McGee 

M.  Bryant  B.  Hogue  R.  McGuire 

M.  Burwell  M.  Klooz  Marjorie  Milligan 

H.  Duckworth  J.  Lee  V.  Stanberry 

J,  Guignard  E.  Leiper  H.  Welch 
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Juniors 

F.  Bodine 
N.  Brewer 
S.  Fitchett 
E.  Guy 

E.  Harned 
M.  Lobingier 

G.  Watson 


Sophomores 
M.  Aleshire 
M.  Craighill 
L.  Durham 
D.  Herbison 

D.  Leatham 
M.  McHenry 

E.  Manning 
E.  Meriwether 
A.  Perkins 

L.  Smith 


Freshmen 
K.  Buckner 
P.  C.  Dew 
L.  Fuller 
M.  Loughery 
M.  Posey 
E.  Rountree 
M.  White 


-M.  S.  K.,  '23. 


AIM00  flfcaufce  1Ro$>en 

Sweet  Briar  was  very  fortunate  in  having  Miss  Maude 
Royden,  the  famous  woman  preacher  from  England,  speak 
here.  Miss  Royden  was  an  Oxford  University  Extension  lec- 
turer until  Sir  Joseph  Fort  Newton,  an  American,  elected 
her  as  his  assistant  preacher  at  the  City  Temple,  London, 
where  she  started  her  theological  career. 

At  the  special  request  of  President  McVea,  Miss  Royden 
delivered  a  sermon  in  place  of  a  lecture.  Her  text  was  "God 
is  Love. ' '  She  brought  out  the  point  that  love  only  can  create 
and  nothing  can  be  made  without  love.  Miss  Royden  warned 
us  against  a  religion  that  is  handed  down  from  generation  to 
generation.  It  must  be  a  vital  constructive  force  in  our  lives, 
not  the  mere  sounding  of  brass  and  the  tinkling  cymbal  of  a 
creedbound  past. 

The  chapel  was  crowded  and  a  large  number  of  visitors 
from  Lynchburg  were  present.  The  prevailing  note  of  the 
whole  service  was  simplicity  and  earnestness. 

— M.  C.  H.,  '25. 
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president  HDcDea's  IReception  for  tbe 
ffresbmen 

On  Saturday  evening,  March  24th,  President  McVea  re- 
ceived the  members  of  the  Freshmen  Class  at  Sweet  Briar 
House.  Upon  arriving,  the  girls  were  conducted  through  the 
beautiful  old  home  by  Miss  McVea,  who  told  them  many  in- 
teresting stories  of  the  Williams  family. 

During  the  evening  one  of  Sweet  Briar's  most  welcome 
friends,  Dr.  Palmer  of  Lynchburg,  entertained  with  several 
delightful  readings  from  0  'Henry,  and  Dr.  Lummis  and  Miss 
Searle  were  busily  occupied  with  fortune  telling,  after  which 
refreshments  were  served. 

The  Freshmen  wish  to  express  their  appreciation  to  Presi- 
dent McVea  for  the  delightful  evening  at  her  home,  and  they 
hope  that  this  same  privilege  will  be  extended  to  the  coming 
Freshmen.  — H.  J.  A.,  '26. 


flDrs.  1R.  p.  Xane 

On  Wednesday,  March  14th,  Sweet  Briar  had  the  great 
pleasure  of  listening  to  Mr.  R.  P.  Lane,  Director  of  the  Euro- 
pean Red  Cross,  speak  on  the  French  Occupation  of  the  Ruhr. 

Mr.  Lane 's  great  ability  as  a  speaker  was  shown  by  the  fact 
though  he  had  recently  been  an  eye  witness  of  the  struggle, 
no  personal  views  entered  into  the  discussion.  Clearly  and 
forcefully  he  put  before  us  the  German,  the  French  and  the 
English  standpoint  in  the  matter,  leaving  with  his  audience  a 
wealth  of  material  with  which  to  reason  the  various  probable 
solutions  of  the  conflict  of  international  discussion. 

— M.  C,  '23. 
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jfrancea  Be  Dilla  3Ball 

Frances  de  Villa  Ball  delivered  a  most  interesting  lecture 
and  recital  in  the  chapel  on  Sunday,  April  15th,  before  pre- 
senting1 her  program  of  ''Ultra  Modern"  music  she  explained 
in  a  few  words  both  the  radical  and  conservative  tendencies 
in  present  day  compositions.  The  greater  portion  of  Miss 
Ball's  numbers  were  by  Debussy — a  landmark,  she  said,  in 
musical  creations  because  of  his  use  and  development  of  the 
whole  tone  scale.  The  remaining  composers  who  were  repre- 
sented are  remarkable  for  their  distinct  originality  and  artis- 
tic creation  and  while  often  startling  to  our  ears,  will  prob- 
ably be  placed  in  the  ranks  of  the  classic  conservatives  in  the 
years  to  come. 


168  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 


Bramattcs 

Gbe  Cbarm  School 

On  the  night  of  March  2nd,  the  "great  white  way  seemed 
bright  no  more, ' '  for  we  found  we  had  not  one  local  star  but 
many  when  the  new  members  of  the  combined  Merry  Jesters 
and  Rippler  Clubs  presented  the  '"Charm  School."  It  was 
real  acting  that  took  us  away  from  Sweet  Briar  for  those  two 
hours.  We  thrilled  to  the  romance  which  Kitty  Blount  and 
Dorothy  Goff  made  so  real.  We  enjoyed  to  the  utmost  real 
comedy  in  the  characterization  of  Martie  Lobingier,  while  the 
pupils  of  the  "school"  made  every  minute  amusing.  The 
twins  Bachman  and  Lee  supported  the  comic  element  in  a  way 
that  called  forth  much  applause  and  no  one  blamed  them  for 
being  rivals  over  Grace  Merrick  who  rivaled  them  in  clever 
acting.  We  are  safe  in  saying  as  a  final  remark  that  they  put 
real  charm  in  the  "charm  school." 

— H.  M.  C,   '23. 

3untor  flMa^e 

The  Juniors  produced  three  one-act  plays  on  February  16th. 
The  first  was  "Enter  the  Hero"  in  which  Gwendolyn  Watson 
showed  her  ability  as  an  emotional  actress.  It  was  the  story 
of  a  young  girl  whose  craving  for  romance  almost  led  her  into 
tragedy.  Kitty  Blount  as  hero,  Shiny  Bodine  as  the  adoring 
young  sister  with  Eleanor  Harned  as  her  mother  were  all  well 
suited  to  their  parts. 

The  second,  "Marriages  Made  in  Heaven  and  Otherwise," 
was  a  humorous  sketch  of  Irish  peasant  life.  Elsie  Wood 
and  Marian  Swannell  were  particularly  good  in  their  rather 
difficult  parts. 
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The  third  play,  "Beauty  and  the  Jacobin,"  presented  an 
exciting  episode  in  the  French  Revolution.  The  suspense  was 
maintained  throughout  by  good  acting  and  remarkably  effec- 
tive atmosphere.  Mary  B.  Wilson  proved  to  be  a  delightful 
tipsy  soldier  and  Ada  Tyler  represented  the  domineering  and 
insolent  agent  of  the  citizens. 

£be  faculty  plap 

On  Friday  evening,  February  17th,  the  faculty  presented 
"You  Never  Can  Tell,"  by  Bernard  Shaw.  The  crowded 
chapel  spoke  for  the  expectations  of  the  college  and  the  ap- 
plause showed  the  appreciation  and  enthusiasm  that  it  de- 
served. The  talents  of  the  Faculty  was  supplemented  by  sup- 
port from  friends  in  Amherst.  Miss  Carrington  was  dazzling 
as  Gloria,  and  played  opposite  Mr.  Peyton  Evans,  the  penni- 
less hero  blessed  with  a  sense  of  humor  and  a  diploma  in  den- 
tistry. Miss  Morenus  gave  a  striking  characterization  in  her 
part  of  the  ' '  Twentieth  Century  Mother ' '  of  the  lively  twins 
and  Gloria,  while  Dr.  Steacy  as  the  bitter,  and  unhappy 
father,  finally  forgot  to  play  the  crabbed  landlord  and  gradu- 
ally evolved  into  an  almost  normal  father. 

Mr.  Allen — the  officious  William — who  undertook  to  untan- 
gle all  difficulties  and  smooth  over  the  embarrassing  situa- 
tions of  the  entire  family,  was  a  great  success.  Mr.  Ben  Wales 
the  patient  family  solicitor,  and  Dr.  McDougle  the  business- 
like and  famous  lawyer  son  of  William,  completed  the  cast. 

IRatbanlbale 

On  the  night  of  March  23rd,  "Paint  and  Patches"  took 
Sweet  Briar  completely  by  storm  with  its  production  of 
"Nathan  Hale."  Never  has  an  audience  been  aroused  to  such 
emotional  depths  before !    The  play  was  historical,  having  for 


170  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 

its  plot  the  well-known  story  of  Nathan  Hale's  devotion  to 
his  country  and  subsequent  sacrifice  for  it.  Even  from  the 
very  beginning  in  the  quaint  schoolroom  scene  in  which  the 
love  of  Nathan  Hale  for  the  lovely  Alice  Adams  was  revealed, 
the  audience  was  conscious  of  an  overwhelming  feeling  of 
impending  disaster  through  a  series  of  tense  situations  re- 
lieved only  by  the  light  comedy  of  Angelica's  elopement  and 
the  humor  of  the  tavern  scenes  where  the  hero  was  permitted 
to  break  a  few  glasses,  the  action  progressed  to  the  climax. 
Gwendolyn  Watson,  as  Alice  Adams,  and  Katherine  Klumph 
as  her  lover,  showed  true  feeling  for  their  parts — bringing 
out  all  the  pathos  and  tragedy  of  the  story. 

after  IDacation  Blues 

The  Sophomores  presented  their  first  play,  ' '  After  Vacation 
Blues,"  on  Friday  the  13th  of  April  and  succeeded  in  giving 
one  of  the  most  attractive  performances  of  the  year.  The 
play  was  written  by  Luise  Wolf  and  directed  by  Virginia 
Whitlock  and  Luise  Wolf.  It  consisted  of  a  series  of  cleverly 
arranged  songs  and  dances  loosely  woven  together,  making  a 
very  entertaining  musical  comedy.  The  first  act  took  place 
in  a  Sweet  Briar  room  with  Cordelia  Kirkendall  and  Margaret 
Elliott  as  the  two  college  girls.  A  chewing  gum  chorus  danced 
and  sang  while  Mary  Hampton  Martin  flung  "Wrigley's 
best ' '  to  the  audience  which  immediately  pronounced  the  play 
a  success.  The  second  act  at  the  country  club  was  interspersed 
with  songs  and  dances.  The  caddy  chorus  becomingly  knick- 
ered  was  one  of  the  features.  The  sensational  hit  of  the  act, 
however,  was  Betty  Meriwethers  Hindoo  dance  with  an  honest- 
to-goodness,  real,  wriggly  snake.  Ruth  Pratt  sang  several 
numbers,  interpreted  by  dancing.    Her  rendering  of  "Fate" 
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between  acts  was  encored  again  and  again.  In  another  entre 
d*  acte  Anna  Eve  and  Mufty  Engeman  brought  down  the 
house  with  their  antics  in  a  "Ballet  Dance."  "After  Vaca- 
tion Blues"  sung  by  the  role  cast,  brought  the  play  to  a  close. 

— E.  D.,  '25. 
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Htblettcs 

TOestbampton  vs.  Sweet  Briar 

We  ended  our  season  with  a  clean,  well-fought  game  with 
Westhampton.  The  members  of  our  team  have  been  good 
sports  and  clean,  hard  players  throughout  the  season;  and 
Sweet  Briar  is  proud  of  them.  This  last  game  was  played  in 
Lynchburg.  At  the  end  of  the  first  half  the  score  was  14  to 
13  in  Sweet  Briar's  favor.  Excitement  ran  riot;  and  the 
cheering  was  ably  led  by  Tom  Rose,  Giddy  Kinsley,  and  Muffy 
Engeman.  When  the  second  half  began,  both  teams  threw 
themselves  into  the  fray  again ;  but  the  Westhampton  players 
proved  themselves  the  better  and  won  with  a  score  of  36  to  30. 

The  line-up  follows : 

Doane  ( Capt. ) Forward Ford 

C.  Brown _ Forward Klumph 

Wimbishe Center _ Swannell 

F.  Smith Side  Center E.  Taylor  (Capt.) 

Wright Guard Chantler 

Wright Guard- Purcell 

Substitute — Whitlock  for  Ford. 

Jftelfc  S)a£,  Hprtl  21, 1923 

Field  Day  is  the  sporting  event  of  the  spring.  For  several 
weeks  beforehand  many  girls  from  each  class  practiced  down 
on  the  field  every  day.  We  had  the  usual  events — running 
high,  running  broad,  and  standing  broad  jumps,  hop-step-and- 
jump,  hurdles,  50  and  75  yard  dashes,  and  the  baseball  and 
javellin  throws.  The  added  attractions  were  the  discus,  the 
three-legged  and  obstacle  races,  and  a  kite  flying  competition. 
This  competition  corresponded  to  the  floats  on  Gala  Night. 
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Despite  the  fact  that  our  stars  of  last  year,  Amey  Smyth  and 
Louise  Carper,  were  not  here,  the  Freshmen  produced  several 
prodigies,  and  Field  Day  went  over  with  a  big  boom !  The 
Sophomores  sold  ice  cream  and  candy  and  a  good  time  was 
had  by  all. 

jfielfc  Da^  IRecorfcs 

50  Yard  Dash —  Time 

1st,  Elizabeth  Taylor _ 6.9  seconds 

2nd,  Merriwether;  Alford 7  seconds 

3rd,  Purcell ;  Riddle  _ 7  1/5  seconds 

Running  High  Jump —  Heighth 

1st,  Lois  Peterson  4'  2%" 

2nd,  J.  Riddle  4'  iy4" 

3rd,  E.  More  _ 3'  11  15/16" 

Shot  Put —  Distance 

1st,  M.  Swannell  _ 31-'  5y8" 

2nd,  K.  Norris  25'  llVi" 

3rd,  J.  Hunter  24'  7" 

Hurdles —  Time 

1st,  E.  Merriwether  9-3%  seconds 

2nd,  Alford 9.%  seconds 

3rd,  V.  Taylor „..10  seconds 

Javelin  Throw —  Distance 

1st,  Craighill 55'  9" 

2nd,  Swannell  55'  5y2" 

3rd,  W.  Chantler  _ 60'  8" 

Three-Legged  Race — 

1st,  Alford — Geant  _ _ 

2nd,  Van  Cleve — Wallover 

3rd,  Buckner — McCamish  
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Running  Broad  Jump —  Distance 

1st,  Merriwether 13'  7" 

2nd,  M.  Sheinhold  13'  6" 

3rd,  E.  Miller 12'  7y2" 

Baseball  Throw —  Distance 

1st,  Craighill 150'  7" 

2nd,  Douglas 142'  11" 

3rd,  McKenzie 140'  10y2" 

Hop,  Step  and  Jump —  Distance 

1st,  Merriwether 26'  2y2" 

2nd,  Blount  26'  y2" 

3rd,  Peterson 25'  11" 

Standing  Broad  Jump —  Distance 

1st,  Peterson  7 '  9" 

2nd,  Blount  7'  6" 

3rd,  Sheinhold  7'  5y2" 

75  Yard  Dash —  Time 

1st,  E.  Taylor  _ 9  4/5  seconds 

2nd,  V.  Taylor;  Riddle  10  1/5  seconds 

3rd,  Van  Cleve  10  3/5  seconds 

Discus  Throw —  Distance 

1st,  Swannell  53'  6y2" 

2nd,  Keller  51'  4" 

3rd,  Norris  49 '  9" 

Relay  Race —  Time 

1st,  Freshmen  29  3/5  seconds 

2nd,  Juniors  30  3/5  seconds 
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Winner  of  Field  Day —  ' 

Freshmen  2230  Points 

Winner  of  Field  Day  Cup — 

Marian  Swannell  660  Points 


Zhe  fl>o0ture  party 

Did  you  go  to  the  Posture  Party?  I  am  sure  you  did  be- 
cause the  gym  was  crowded  and  everyone  seemed  to  be  there. 
But,  if  you  didn't,  well,  you  missed  an  awfully  good  time. 

The  party  took  place  Thursday  afternoon,  March  22nd. 
Miss  Carpenter  opened  the  program  with  a  talk  on  posture, 
putting  her  graduate  class  through  various  exercises  to  show 
the  means  by  which  perfect  posture  may  be  obtained,  and  the 
benefits  to  be  derived  from  it.  Miss  McVea  followed  with  an 
interesting  address  on  health  as  a  fundamental  necessity  for 
success,  pointing  out  that  perfect  health  is  possible  only  to 
those  who  have  faultless  carriage.  Next,  the  Sophomores  and 
the  Freshmen  drilled,  the  former  commanded  by  Margaret 
Elliott,  the  latter  by  Kitty  Blount.  The  two  succeeding  events 
were  decidedly  the  hit  of  the  occasion.  The  "Dance  of  the 
Wooden  Soldiers"  sent  everyone  into  roars  of  laughter;  and 
when  the  "Scarecrows"  went  off  the  floor,  they  left  the  au- 
dience weak.  By  this  time  the  judges  had  decided  to  give 
the  prize  for  the  best  posture  poster  to  Gertrude  Collins. 
Marion  Green  and  Ann  Mitchell  received  honorable  mention. 
Miss  Taylor,  amid  a  most  solemn  hush,  announced  that  the 
honors  of  the  day  had  been  awarded  to  the  Freshmen  Class. 
After  the  awards  everyone  joined  in  the  rush  for  refresh- 
ments. Dancing  to  the  snappy  music  of  the  Freshman  Orches- 
tra concluded  the  entertainment. 

—A.  P.,  '25. 
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©bbs  anb  l£nb$ 

UNREASONABLE  CHILD 
"Has  the  baby  had  the  measles  yet,  Mr.  Smith?" 
"Sh  'sh!     Don't  speak  so  loud.    Whenever  he  hears  any- 
thing mentioned  that  he  hasn't  got,  he  cries  for  it." 

CHANGED  HIS  TACTICS 

Mrs.  Kindley — ' '  Fancy  a  big  strapping  fellow  like  you  ask- 
ing for  money.    You  should  be  ashamed  of  yourself!" 

Beggar — "I  am,  ma'am.  But  once  I  got  twelve  months  for 
taking  it  without  asking." 

He — "Gee,  you're  a  wonderful  dancer." 

She — "I'm  sorry  I  can't  say  the  same  for  you." 

He — "You  could  if  you  were  as  big  a  liar  as  I  am." 

"My  husband  has  had  indigestion  for  the  past  month." 
"Really?     I'm  so  sorry!     I  had  no  idea  you  were  without 
a  cook." 

She  (about  to  give  beggar  a  penny) — "Poor  man!  And 
are  you  married?" 

Beggar — "Pardon  me,  madam.  But  d'ye  think  I'd  be  rely- 
ing on  total  strangers  for  support  if  I  had  a  wife?" 

4 '  Didn  't  he  say  he  remembered  seeing  me  often  when  I  was 
a  little  girl?" 

"To  be  exact,  he  said  he  remembered  seeing  you  quite  a  lot 
when  he  was  a  little  boy." 
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Visitor — ' t  And  do  you  find  pen  and  ink  sketching  a  profit- 
able occupation?" 

Artist — "Oh,  it  keeps  the  pot  boiling." 

Visitor — "Oh,  I  see;  you  light  the  fire  with  them,  eh?" 

Artist's  Wife — "Your  picture  is  lovely,  dear,  what  does  it 
represent  ? ' ' 

Artist — "For  you,  a  hat,  new  furs  and  a  necklace." — Life. 

Pat — "What  was  the  last  card  oi  dealt  ye,  Mike?" 
Mike— "A  spade." 

Pat — "Oi  knew  it  was;  Oi  saw  ye  spit  on  yer  hand  before 
ye  picked  it  up." — Virginia  Reel. 

Wife  (at  head  of  stairs) — "Is  that  you,  John?" 
Thick  voice  from  dark — "Well,  who  wuz  y'  expectin'?" 

— Jack  o'  Lantern. 

"You're  the  maddest  specimen  of  a  circus  proprietor  I  ever 
saw.    What's  the  matter?" 

"Well,  one  of  the  Siamese  Twins  is  on  strike." — Kasper. 
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Hlumnae 

Our  associated  Alumnaj  organizations  were  very  active  dur- 
ing the  spring  holidays.  Numerous  luncheons,  teas,  and 
dances  were  arranged  by  the  various  city  chapters  to  pro- 
mote interest  in  current  college  activities. 

During  our  approaching  May  Day  festivities  we  expect  a 
large  reunion  of  our  Alumna?.  The  following  graduates  are 
expected  back :  Isabel  Webb,  '20 ;  Margaret  Mierke,  '22 ;  Burd 
Dixon,  '22;  Elizabeth  Fohl,  '22;  Marion  Walker,  '22;  and 
Mrs.  Fred  Luff,  formerly  Ruth  Hulburd,  '20;  and  others. 

Mary  Munson,  '20,  May  Queen  of  last  year,  is  visiting  us 
and  will  remain  until  after  May  Day. 

Lydia  Kimball,  Marjorie  Leute,  Mrs.  Sidney  Stubbs, 
(Blanche  Quincy),  were  recent  visitors  at  the  college. 

Miss  Doris  Ballard  was  married  to  Jack  Roberts  in  St. 
Augustine,  Florida,  last  month.  They  will  be  at  home  in 
Memphis. 

The  marriage  of  Romayne  Schooley  to  Gregory  Fernback 
took  place  in  Wilkes-Barre,  April  the  second,  and  was  at- 
tended by  a  large  number  of  the  college  students.  After  an 
extended  trip  to  Bermuda,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fernback  will  reside 
in  Wilkes-Barre. 
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Exchanges 


There  seems  to  be  an  increasing  tendency  to  the  use  of  the 
short  informal  essay  and  the  brief  sketch,  or  cartoon  in  words. 
This  seems  to  us  an  admirable  development,  since  it  broadens 
the  scope  of  the  magazine  and  makes  possible  contributions 
from  many  representative  girls  who  are  not  talented  enough 
to  express  their  ideas  in  the  conventional  story  or  poem  form. 

However,  we  often  regret  to  see  this  form  used  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  others,  as  in  TJie  Western  Oxford  of  Western 
College,  though  some  of  its  contributions  are  very  good  in- 
deed, we  would  suggest  a  greater  variety  in  style  and  subject 
matter. 

The  Smith  Monthly,  in  contrast,  uses  a  well-balanced  variety 
of  material,  and  the  few  essays  which  it  gives  are  not  only 
attractive  and  well-written,  but  show  deeper  thought  than  the 
large  majority  of  such  writings. 

In  the  Vassar  Miscellany  Monthly  for  March,  there  is  only 
one  essay,  but  here  we  find  an  example  of  another  of  the  recent 
"trends"  in  college  literature — the  use  of  Renaissance  set- 
tings for  weird  and  picturesque  stories,  which  smack,  some- 
how, of  Browning.  "The  Lute"  is  very  pleasingly  done  in 
this  style,  and  the  love  song  which  dominates  its  theme  is  very 
fanciful  and  delicate. 

We  wish  to  say  that  we  think  The  Hoilins  Magazine,  The 
Aurora,  of  Agnes  Scott,  and  The  Tattler,  of  Randolph-Macon 
are  in  every  way  worthy  of  praise.  It  is  a  pleasure  and  an 
inspiration  to  read  them. 

Sweet  Briar  Magazine  gratefully  acknowledges  the  above 
and  also  the  following  exchanges: 

Mary  Baldwin  Miscellany.  The  Messenger. 

Tennessee  College  Magazine.  Lake  Erie  Record. 

St.  Mary's  Chimes.  The  Purple  Parrot. 

Hood  College  Herald.  — The  Spectator. 
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OFFICERS  OF  THE  COLLEGE 

President— _ Dr.  Emelie  Watts  McVea 

Treasurer  and  Business  Manager _ ... Mr.  William  B.  Dew 

STUDENT  GOVERNMENT  ASSOCIATION 

President... _ ... _ . Virginia   Stanberry 

Vice-President..- _ - - Helen  MacMahon 

Secretary _ _ Lydia  Purcell 

Treasurer- - Louisa  Newkirk 

EXECUTIVE  COMMITTEE 
Annie  Ford  Helen  Hill  Margaret  Nelson 

Mary  Marshall  Berenice  Hulburd 

DRAMATICS 

President - - - - .....Lorna  Weber 

Secretary _ - Margaret  Hogue 

ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION 

President _ _ . Elizabeth  Taylor 

Secretary „ _ ....Margaret  Nelson 

SWEET  BRIAR  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION 

President _ _ - Ada    Tyler 

Secretary _ . Mary   Marshall 

Treasurer... _. _ __ _ . Susan  Semrall 
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|f  100,000  feet  glass  and 

Jf  ten  acres   devoted  to 

t£  culture  of  flowers. 


W.  M.  DOYLE,  JR. 


J.  J.  FALLON  GO. 

iFlorfsts 

Fine  Roses,  Carnations,  Sweet  Peas 

AND  ALL  OTHER  FLOWERS  IN   SEASON 

Funeral  Designs,  Wedding  Invitations,  Etc. 
Commencement  Bouquets  A  Specialty 


ORDERS 

RECEIVE    IMMEDIATE 

ATTENTION 
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K 

HAWKINS 

PALACE 

814  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 

OF 

SWEETS 

H 

STANDS 

X 
X 

H 

Ready- to- Wear 

FOR  PDRITY  AND 
QUALITY 

1 

Millinery 

You  Will  Find  Everything  You 

*c 

Want  at  Our  Store  from 

* 

g 
■^p- 

Soup  to  Nuts 

I 

J* 

IS 

COLLEGE  GIRLS  ARE 

MEET  YOUR  FRIENDS  HERE 

X 

CORDIALLY  INVITED 

ACROSS  FROM  CARROLL 

X 
X 

X 

TO  VISIT  THIS  STORE 

HOTEL 

ADVERTISEMENTS 

g  REMEMBER  £ 

|  Craighill  &  Jones  I 

I  WHEN  SHOPPING  % 

I  ? 

j|»  #T[  Remember  we  are  perfectly  equipped  ;* 

jf  Tu  with   anything    and    everything   drug  £ 

J?  stores  carry.     cAU  those  simple  or   fancy  j£ 

toilet  articles  for  better  appearance.  * 

*g  * 

ft  #]T  Whitman's  Candies,  offering  a  delight  8 

l£  ^D  which   other   sweets   cannot   attempt;  5 

*?  stationery,   and    accessories   of    the    kind.  2 

*?  Above  all,    SERVICE    so  pleasing   in   its  £ 

jE  ability  to  satisfy  you.  5 

If  X 

$  USE  OUR  SWEET  BRIAR  BULLETIN  5 

|  BOARD  % 

%  X 

X  X 

*  mfi  Meet  your  friends  here — make  this  your  «* 


*& 


IS  tt]  headquarters.     Use  our  store  for  your               «* 

IS  X 

tg  personal  comfort  as  well  as  for  your  shop-               * 

9S  X 

fg  ping.     Everybody  knows  it,  so  do  you —               x 

S»  X 

ig  or  should.                                                                         x 

*;  * 

Jf  zAn  Added  Feature — Ladies'  Rest  Room        J 

H  * 

*  x 

fS  X 

ts  X 

K  x 

j£  c/4gents                                                                 °* 

%  ^S^                CANDIES                          J 

»°  X 

if  X 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

H  * 

5  Everything  That's  New  and  Up-to-Date  S 

I  in  SHOES  and  HOSIERY  I 

X  st 

*  st 

H  ==.  * 

%  x 

H  »* 

|       Fu//  Line  o/  Evening  | 

|  Slippers  I 

s?  x 

a?  .  » 

x  * 

I  RUCKER-EVANS  SHOE  CO.  I 

X  St 

1  810  Main  Street  | 

|  * 

X  THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  BUY  S 

V  .« 

«f » 

* * 

ag  st 

X    (FIFTY-SEVEN    YEARS    OF   SERVICE)  $ 

a|  X 

I  The  | 

|       FIRST  | 

I      National  Bank  I 

IS  * 

2  OF  LYNCHBURG  5 
i  x 

x    Capital:  ONE  MILLION  DOLLARS  | 

I    Surplus:  ONE  MILLION  DOLLARS  1 

*  x 

$    E.  P.  MILLER,  President  J.  D.  OWEN,  V.-Pres.  &  Cashier  j& 

%    ERNEST  WILLIAMS,  V.-Pres.       J.  L.  JONES.  Ass't  Cashier  f£ 

X    H.  T.  NICHOLAS,  V.-Pres.  J.  L.  NICHOLAS,  Ass't  Cashier  X 

The  Old,  Big,  Strong  Bank  | 

X  X 
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SEND  ALL  YOUR  FILMS  BACK  TO 

FISHER'S 

Careful  Developing,  Printing,  Enlarging 


All  prints  on  Velox,  all  films  tank  developed. 
Best  Possible  Results  Guaranteed 


Full  Line  of 

Kodaks  and 
Flash-lights, 
Athletic 
Supplies 


Golf,  Tennis, 

Basketball, 

Sweaters, 

Musical 

Instruments 
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S.  O.  FISHER 


PHONE  1162 


1024  Main  Street 


Lynchburg,  Va.  J 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

&  si 

$  I 

£    LYNCHBURG'S    MOST    MODERN    5 

$  5 

x  x 

a  x 

I   Department  Store   I 

I  s 

|  "THE  STORE  WHERE  YOU  WILL                   5 

A»  X 

I  LIKE  TO  SHOP"                                      | 

I  m         I 

ft?  » 

If  .1 

ft?  « 

ft?  X 

Jlf  X 

ft?  X 

ft|  Our  Motto:                                              g 

J  Courtesy     Satisfaction — Service                 § 

ft?  X 

ft?  X 

%  X 

ft?  X 

%  X 

ft?  X 

ft?  X 

ft?  X 

ft?  -^x  /&  w  ^    ^   "^  v  -^  -»  ^r^%r*«                              «8 

ft?  (   (^  THE    SHOPPING    CENTRE    *)    I                                     X 

ft?  X 

te  x 

*?  x 


I   Guggenheimer's 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

5  x 

*  ^                   T                           J 
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x        n  place  to  wait  for 
you  where  I  can 

X 

I  spend  my  time  look- 

X  X 

I  ing  at  the  new  pret-  | 

X  St 

I  ty  things.  g 

X  St 

x  \rJ  mvy  * 

x  7^1  A.  a 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 


rAlmond's 

K  V_.  ^                                                                                                                                                             *? 

1  "  The  Store  with  the  College  Spirit "    | 

%     a 

K  =     % 

ts  n 

H  st 

K  St 

g  gTTlT  has  been  our  ambition  for                 * 

%  jj\  many  years,  to  supply  the                 si 

g  College  Girl's  every  need,   and                 j> 

g  with  this  objective  in  mind,  we                 % 

xf  st 

k  have  assembled,  this  year,  more                 st 

g  beautiful   and    practical    things                 J 

g  than    ever  before,  that  would                 j{ 

k  appeal  to  the  College  Girl's  Fan-                 st 

g  cies  as  well  as  to  her  Economical                 g 

%  senses.      Therefore,   we   have                 « 

ti  st 

k  chosen  for  our  slogan:                                  st 

%  ^                                         st 

g  "THE  STORE  WITH  THE 

%  COLLEGE  SPIRIT"                       1 

S  * 

S  s 

*>  A                                                                     * 

«*  I 

S  2 

$  2 

*  St 

Sf  STYLE  AND  QUALITY  WITHOUT                  «S 

g  EXTRAVAGANCE                                    J 

g  C.  H.  Almond  Dry  Goods  Co.   | 

ts  St 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

X  St 

1  We          [ 
I  VIRGINIAN  I 

i  2 

*  st 

X  X 

I  European                     | 

*  2 

I  i 

I  cTWODERN                     | 
FIREPROOF                  I 

Jb  09 

X  St 

x  st 

$  2 

*?  2 

5  a                 st 

X  *                                                                St 

x  st 

*  2 

If  st 

X  St 

x  st 

x  2 

fc  2 

J  Dinner           Parties                   $ 

|  Banquets                              st 

v  g 
F.  C.  CRIDER,  Sec'y-Mgr. 

V  X 

«r  «u 
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BALDWIN'S 

LADIES' 

READY-TO-WEAR 

MILLINERY 

SHOES 


«£ 


The  Famous 

SHAKER-KNIT 

GOLLEGE  SWEATERS 


812  Main  Street 


Most  Refined 
Entertainment 


«£ 


Academy 

MAIN  ST.,  NEAR  6th 

Open  Daily 


St 

When  in  Lynchburg  Make  This    St 
Yonr    Headquarters  <y 

St 
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St 

Home  of  the  Latest  and  Jf 
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SNAPPY  SHOES 

FOR 

College  Trade 

We  are  on  the  lower 
end  of  Main  Street 
but  it  will  pay  you 
to  see  our  styles 

The  Home  of   Brooklyn 
Styles 


1  Bell  Shoe  Store 


1109  MAIN  STREET 
"Quality  Shoes  for  Less' 
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D.  B.  Ryland  &  Co. 

Incorporated 

809  Main  Street 


Jewelery 

and 

Silversmiths 

We  Solicit  Your 
Patronage 


ADVEETISEMENTS 

HARDWARE  I 

8      We  Carry  a  Complete  Line  of  Up-to-Date  Hardware  % 

J  Electric  Irons,  Percolators,  Vacuum  Bottles,  Etc.  £ 

%  cA  Full  Line  of  Universal  Goods.  $ 

|  c^INSLIE-MARTIN  CO.  | 

Jj  911  cTWain  Street  Lynchburg,  Va.  5 

5S  WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL  St 
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EUROPE,  GREECE,  EGYPT,  PALESTINE 

Tours  Personally  Conducted— 45  to  108  days.  From  $675  to  $  1485 

I  Give  as  Much  as  Any  ] 
Otir  tOlirS  \  Give  More  than  Many  I  Why   Pay  More  ? 

(.  Cost  Less  than  c/4ny  ' 


Especially  attractive  tours  for  young  ladies 

The  WICKER  TOURS 

Richmond,  Virginia 


Sailings  June  and  July.     Write  to- 
day for  itineraryandfull  information 
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Bring  Us  Your  Eye  Glass  Troubles 

We  Grind  Our  Own  Lenses  and  Can 

Duplicate  the  Most  Complicated 

Glas9  Without  Your 

Prescription 

WE  LEAD  IN 

Watch  and  Jewelry" 
Repairing 

NEW  WORK  MADE  TO 

ORDER  ON  THE 

PREMISES 

The  Best  Only 

Buckingham  &  Flippin 

913  Ma;n  St. 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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Winfree-Strother 
Furniture  Co. 

( Incorporated) 

WHOLESALE 
and  RETAIL 

Furniture 
Dealers 


717  Main  Street 

LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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!  Bank  | 

a  st 

x  st 

8         "THE  OLDEST  BANK  IN  LYNCHBURG"  I 
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I   Capital  and  Surplus  $1,700,000.00  | 
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Lynchburg  Crockery 
Company,  Inc. 

China,  Cut  Glass  and 
Electric  Lamps 


1027  Main  Street 


D.  D.  MacGREGOR 


The 

PALAIS  ROYAL 

The  House  of  Fashion 

Ladies'  and  Misses'  W earing 
Apparal 

Invites  especially  the  College 
Girls  to  make  this  their  store; 
and  realizing  that  you  know 
what  is  just  right,  we  shall  now 
have  in  stock  only  the  best, 
and  at  attractive  prices. 


THE  PALAIS  ROYAL 

1013  and  1015  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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ADVEBTISEMENTS 

K  St 

I              FOR  SERVICE  AND  QUALITY  | 

I  PRINTING              I 

*  X 

V  X 

ag  x 

*f  st 

X  X 

*  SEE  £ 

*  * 

*  * 
»  X 

a?  X 

|  Brown-Morrison  Co.  | 

j£  Incorporated                                            2 

x  st 

*f  St 

*?  St 

X  X 

*?  St 

X  St 

%  St 

x         Printers  -  Binders  -  Engravers  % 

X  D                                    St 

%  X 

*  % 
%  St 
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*?  St 

X  St 

X  St 

X  St 

X  St 

I  PHONE  2-1-8-4                               I 
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s  ; 

|    718  Main  St.  Lynchburg,  Va.    f 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 

X  X 

K  Established  1890  X 

X  x 

I  The  Lynchburg  Trust  &  Savings  Bank  | 

|  Resources:  $3,500,000.00  x 

'  "The  Bank  that  Pays   4%''  % 

■S  * 

*  D.  A.  PAYNE President  X 

R.  T.  WATTS,  JR Vice-President  £ 

X  J.  R.  GILLIAM,  JR.    .     .     Sec'y  and  Treasurer  » 

*  W.  P.  SHELTON,      Ass't  Sec'y  and  Treasurer  ■* 

IS % 

X  X 

I  Footwear  of  Distinction  | 

% $ 

%  Our  models  this  year  are  exclusive  ;* 

in  every  detail.     The  heels,  shapes,  X 

X  and   materials    are   the    newest   in  x 

X  design.  ^ 

*£  cALWAYS  A  PLEASURE  TO  SERVE  YOU  °X 

G.  A.  COLEMAN  COMPANY  ;? 

|  910  Main  Street                     "Foot  Costumers"  | 

I 1 

|  cArt  Department  J 

jf  (IN  OUR  BASEMENT)  5 

X  X 

X  X 

*  We  invite  you  to  visit  this  Department  x 

x  where  you  will  enjoy  seeing  a  fine  col-  x 

%  lection  of  Pictures.     We  do  picture  2 

x  x 

g  framing  as  you  want  it  done.  x 

If  x 

I  GIFT  SHOP   (3d  Floor) 

X  HERE  YOU  WILL    BE    DELIGHTED  WITH  SCORES  OF  X 

%  ROOM  FIXINGS  AND  ARTICLES  SUITABLE  FOR  GIFTS  % 

X  X 

I  <^C^L^CO^€^y^&a  Inc. 

X  The  Best  Place  to  Shop  After  All  * 

X  X 

X  X 
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REPUTATION— The  reputa- 
tion of  the  brighest  stars,  of  the 
greatest  directors  of  the  most 
skillful  dramatists  and  of  the  larg- 
est motion  picture  organizations' 
is  vested  in  and  richly  expressed 
by  Paramount  Pictures.  That 
name  has  naturally  come  to  mean 
the  best  of  motion  picture  enter- 
tainment. 


Your  Christmas 

PORTRAITS 

Of  course  you  will  have  your 
picture  taken  this  year.  Fix  your 
personality,  your  likeness  while 
you  may.  Later,  a  hundred  and 
one  things  may  interfere  if  you 
put  it  off. 

YOURSELF  —  "just  as  you 
are" — speaking  from  the  portrait. 
What  better  gift;  what  better 
time?  Even  today  is  not  too 
early  to  arrange  for  a  sitting. 

Think  of  the  economy  of  12 
PORTRAITS.  THE  GIFT 
YOUR  FRIENDS  CAN'T  BUY. 

The  Bell  Studio 

cTWakers  of  Quality 
Portraits 

816  Main  Street 


|  DR.  D.  R.  PHELPS 
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I  Snyder  &  Berman,  Inc. 


Dentist 

1016^  Church  Street 
Lynchburg,  Va. 


Office  Hours: 
9-12  a.  m.  and  2-5  p   m. 

Phone  1779 


The 

Popular  Price  Store 

914  MAIN  ST. 

READY-TO-WEAR 
cTWILLINERY 
DRY     GOODS 
SHOES,    ETC. 

You  are  Welcome  at  all  Times  to  Come 
in  and  Look  Around  Even  if  You  Do 
Not  Buy. 
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T.  J.  Barns  &  Son  I 

% 

St 

% 

LYNCHBURG,  VA.  % 
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THINGS 
ELECTRIC 

WE  HAVE  ANTICIPATED 
YOUR  NEEDS 

A  Full  Line  of 

Appliances 


e^£ 


Phones  1532-1533 


710  Main  Street 
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The  Study  of  Expressive  Dress 

VX7H I LE  you  may  not  find  it  in  the  curriculum, 
the  study  of  how  to  select  garments  that  in- 
terpret effectively  your  own  personality  is  one  of 
the  most  important  things  to  learn. 

When  you  have  discovered  what  House  of 
Youth  Suits,  Wraps  and  Dresses  can  do  toward 
helping  you  produce  the  inpression  of  grace,  poise 
and  attractiveness  you  will  be  a  post-graduate  in 
the  art  of  Successful  Dressing. 


In  our  new  fashion 
magazine — "Sucess 
in  Dress" — you  will 
find  many  helpful 
suggestions.  The 
House  of  Youth 
shop  in  your  vicini- 
ty has  a  copy  for  you 
Or   write   us  direct 


The  House  of  Youth 

38  E.  29th  St.,  New  Vork 
J  Avetiue  De  U  Opera,  Paris 


A  smart  shop  near 
you  is  now  featur- 
ing House  of  Youth 
Styles  for  Spring.  If 
you  do  not  fiind  it 
easily,  write  us. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 


I  The  | 

|  Peoples  National  § 

I  Bank  I 

*  OF  LYNCHBURG,  VA.  5 
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$1,000,000.00 


WATCH  FOR  OUR  IMPRINT 
IN  THE 

Publications  of  the  Leading 

Schools  and  Colleges 
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1beat 

Copper  waves  from  a  bronze  city  drooping  in  the  eventide 
As  the  molten  sun  sinks  dripping  beyond  the  gold  horizon. 
Drugged  birds  gasping  for  air, 
A  strong  oak  drooping  nervelessly  down,  down. 

Smile  as  you  spread  your  wings  of  lava 

Over  a  sickening  world. 

Scream  as  the  oak  drops,  drooping  no  longer, 

Gloat  as  life  sizzles  and  smoulders  in  ashes,  moaning. 
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a  Cricket's  Song 

Marion  Green 


The  lonely  spot  was  bare  and  chill, 

Dull,  gray  and  low  the  clouds  pressed  down; 

Until  the  twilight's  dark'ning  frown 
Made  dim  the  woods,  the  wind  was  still. 

Amid  the  silhouettes  of  trees, 

With  stiffened  branches  outlined  clear. 
The  shadows  long  fall  dark  and  drear, 

And  in  their  depths  the  pathway  seize. 

A  simple  chirp,  sharp,  shrill  and  high 
Pervades  the  bleak  of  shadows  long. 
Then  comes  the  quav'ring,  cheery  song, 

A  challenge  to  the  glow 'ring  sky. 
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Me  Ibave  Hssurance 

ERFECT  silences,  like  finalities,  we  are  too  mortal, 
too  planetary  to  take  for  what  they  are.  As  we 
are  forever  affixing  some  potential  afterwards 
to  everything,  so  we  put  some  sound  or  rhythm 
into  stillness.  Towns  are  seldom  quiet.  There  is  always 
vibrant  upon  the  air  a  hustle  of  activity,  the  more  or  less 
audible  buzz  of  the  machinery  of  living.  English  villages 
with  their  red-roofed  and  turreted  little  houses,  their  gay 
patterned  garden  plots,  their  endearing  wholesomeness — oh> 
they  smile  and  smile,  and  like  English  gentlemen,  never  show 
their  deep  affairs  upon  their  faces.  There  are  never  distinct 
silences  there — the  very  placidity  is  a  ceaseless  melody.  But 
French  villages — certain  of  them — are  like  several  strong, 
repressed  emotions  flung  together  and  held  tense,  pulsating 
with  a  capacity  for  event.  And  it  is  here  that  the  stillness 
can  be  almost  thundering  with  things  it  does  not  say  and  the 
quiet  is  like  white  light  one  cannot  hear  unless  it  be  broken 
somehow. 

Suzanne  sat  alone  by  the  fountain  in  the  square  at  Arrac. 
She  was  listening  to  a  regular  tramp,  tramp  of  marching  feet, 
the  jolting  rumble  of  heavy  trucks,  an  insistent  drum  beat, 
the  trucks  again,  cheers  and  calls,  the  tramp  again,  over  and 
over,  faint  and  then  louder;  louder  and  clearer  until  it  was 
rolled  into  a  vast  harmony  that  swelled  and  crowded  in  upon 
her  with  the  rhythmic  marching  for  an  endless  strain.  Su- 
zanne's breath  came  tumultously.  She  pressed  a  brown  hand 
that  was  trembling  to  her  thin  throat  and  looking  out  into 
the  empty  street  saw  little  dust  clouds  rise  from  the  crunch- 
ing heels  of  marching  men.  It  was  late  afternoon  with  the 
summer  air  barely  astir  and  the  place  was  as  deserted  as  if 
there  were  not  another  person  in  the  town. 
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But  Arrac  was  not  sunk  in  a  Rip  Van  Winkle  slumber.  It 
was  merely  as  it  has  always  been  and  as  the  inhabitants,  most 
of  them  dying  without  leaving  it,  have  expected  it  to  be,  out- 
wardly quiet  and  uneventful.  Only  once  in  its  recent  history 
an  unexpected  avalanche  of  happening  swept  across  it,  and 
when  it  had  passed  the  town  remained  practically  unchanged. 
Suzanne  had  been  born  on  a  street  where  the  sidewalks  dwin- 
dle mysteriously  to  nothing  and  the  shuttered  stone  houses 
edge  close  upon  each  other  but  share  no  introspections.  For 
fourteen  years  her  life  had  lain  between  this  street  and  the 
shopping  one,  between  the  church  with  the  clock  tower  and 
the  small  dim  schoolhouse,  between  the  fountain  in  the  square 
and  the  narrow  eyeless  house  she  lived  in.  In  1914  she  knew 
that  the  young  men  had  all  gone  off  to  distant  battlefields 
about  which  she  knew  nothing  and  that  her  father  had  gone 
also.  But  she  was  only  a  child  with  very  scant  relationship 
to  anything.  Nothing  was  explained  to  her  in  those  days, 
nor  did  she  question  much,  but  picked  up  scraps  of  informa- 
tion when  they  came  her  way.  The  old  woman  in  the  picture 
shop  had  lost  her  son  in  the  fighting.  The  old  woman  looked 
thinner  and  older  in  her  close  black  dresses.  She  told  Su- 
zanne that  twenty  miles  to  the  north  there  was  to  be  a  train- 
ing camp  for  les  soldats  Americaines  who  would  land  at  Brest. 
The  Americans  were  to  help  against  the  Boches;  they  were 
coming  soon. 

On  the  day  after  Madame,  who  taught  at  the  school  where 
Suzanne  went,  closed  the  classes  because  her  husband  had  been 
killed,  les  Americaines  began  to  come.  No  one  remembered 
better  than  Suzanne.  They  came  slowly  at  first;  then  for 
three  days  there  was  a  continuous  stream  of  khaki ;  company 
after  company  with  their  supply  trucks  and  gun  wagons 
crossed  the  square  at  Arrac.  The  little  French  girl  was  wide- 
eyed  and  tense  upon  the  fountain,  watching  every  bit  of  it. 
Into  her  consciousness,  grown  overnight  into  a  crude  maturity, 
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the  processional  of  these  forces  from  across  the  sea  was  burnt 
with  startling  intensity.  It  was  her  first  actual  contact  with 
life,  come  upon  her  suddenly  and  big.  Part  of  an  unimagined 
outside  world  was  brought  in  along  with  the  young  men,  for 
many  of  the  soldiers  came  to  Arrac  for  their  recreation.  They 
rode  in  on  the  big  dirty-colored  trucks  which  were  constantly 
passing  back  and  forth,  and  made  themselves  at  home  in  a 
fashion  which  the  inhabitants  never  had.  They  used  to  cluster 
particularly  at  the  "Hotel  de  la  France,"  the  uninspiring 
flat  faced  hostelry  which  fronted  on  the  square  with  an  air 
of  superiority,  and  there  they  made  merry  boisteriously  and 
long.  The  Americans  during  that  period  were  everywhere ; 
in  the  picture  shop  buying  lavishly  and  jollying  the  old  lady, 
on  the  side  streets  flirting  with  the  girls,  in  the  square  playing 
baseball,  on  the  church  steps  shooting  craps. 

Till  the  last  Suzanne  had  been  vastly  receptive.  On  the 
days  when  the  men  came  she  would  creep  out  early  from  her 
dark  little  street.  Her  mother  worked  all  day  then  at  the 
hotel  and  there  was  no  one  to  notice  her.  So  Suzanne  the 
bystander,  the  highly  sensitized  onlooker,  watched  greedily ; 
and  the  starved  little  soul  of  her  was  twisted  and  tangled  into 
this  great  unintelligible  rise  and  fall  of  motion  which  had 
caught  her  at  first.  She  saw  the  quiet  working  girls  she  had 
always  known  vaguely  flare  into  poised  coquettes.  She  saw 
the  children  riot  and  dance  about  like  so  many  atoms  whose 
stored-up  energy  was  suddenly  released.  She  got  to  know  the 
faces  of  the  men  in  olive  drab  who  came  regularly  and  picked 
up  some  of  their  strange  words.  Occasionally  one  gave  her 
chocolates  as  they  did  the  children  or  tickled  her  under  the 
chin  as  they  did  the  older  girls,  but  mostly  she  slipped  un- 
heeded into  various  scenes  drinking  in  with  strangling  gulps 
an  emotional  consciousness  of  the  situation  which  few  who 
came  to  make  it  ever  had.    She  caught  at  that  time  some  deep 
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underlying  significances  but  she  was  afterwards  unable  to  re- 
late them  to  her  own  life  and  so  they  came  to  stand  out  naked 
and  unbidden  in  her  mind. 

Suzanne  was  hearing  four  years  later  on  a  summer  after- 
noon, as  I  have  said,  the  marching  feet  of  soldiers  throbbing 
in  her  brain.  She  was  also  seeing  again  "her  soldier"  and 
her  lips  formed  unhaltingly  the  name  "Beeg  Boy."  Most 
young  girls  have  a  lord  of  romance,  a  knight  of  the  ideal  in 
their  imagination.  Suzanne  never  conceived  of  hers  until 
he  rode  up,  swinging  sturdy  putteed  legs  from  the  back  of  a 
dusty  truck  and  waving  his  mustard-colored  hat  with  its  blue 
cord  exultantly  to  high  heaven.  He  had  been  reddish-haired, 
blue-eyed  and  ruddy  of  complexion,  this  Lancelot,  and  his 
dialect,  had  Suzanne  known,  was  an  Irish  brogue.  He  chewed 
vigorously  on  what  she  recognized  as  "gum"  and  could  make 
the  most  intriguing  and  surprising  noises  with  it.  He  would 
sit  on  the  fountain 's  edge  and  sing  lusty  ditties  to  a  crowd  of 
boys,  bursting  into  explosive  laughter  at  every  line.  He  would 
pick  up  the  bar-maid  at  the  hotel,  swing  her  over  his  shoulders 
and  set  her  down  atop  a  table  where  he  made  her  dance.  No 
matter  that  she  never  danced  before;  Beeg  Boy  played  thrill- 
ing ragtime  on  an  old  banjo  and  bellowed  jazzy  songs. 

He  had  taught  her  to  call  him  ' '  Big  Boy. ' '  He  noticed  her 
about  dark  one  evening  when  he  came  to  the  fountain  for  a 
drink  and  she  was  there  watching.  "Hello  Kid,"  he  had 
called  out;  Suzanne  could  say  those  words  herself,  rich,  full- 
bodied,  musical  words.  Big  Boy  had  caught  the  water  cup 
with  one  hand  and  put  his  other  arm  around  her  waist.  He 
drank  gustily,  and  then  setting  the  cup  down  and  wiping  his 
mouth  with  the  back  of  his  hand  he  turned  and  kissed  her 
soundly  on  a  pink  cheek.  Oh,  the  beauty  of  those  brisk  de- 
cisive movements !  Then  he  had  walked  with  her  under  the 
dark  trees  beyond  the  church  and  told  her  many  things.  He 
knew  onlv  a   few  words  of  her  lanoraa^e  but  he  used  them 
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graphically  and  she  understood  the  rest.  She  was  very  pretty, 
he  said,  he  loved  her  beauco&p.  She  must  learn  to  say  "you're 
my  sweetie" — and  Suzanne  said  it. 

But  Big  Boy  was  soon  going  out  to  the  fighting  and  a  little 
later  he  did  go  and  he  never  came  back.  Soldiers  passed 
through  Arrac  coming  back  day  in  and  day  out  after  he  left. 
Early  Suzanne  would  slip  out  to  see  them.  She  found  many 
familiar  faces;  never  his.  Had  Big  Boy  been  there  those 
straining  vigilant  eyes  would  never  have  missed  him,  for  he 
had  been,  like  Saul,  head  and  shoulders  above  his  fellows. 
Suzanne  night  and  day  had  heard  the  tramp,  tramp  of  march- 
ing feet,  the  reiterant  rumble  of  heavy  trucks,  going  back, 
going  back.  This  afternoon  sitting  by  the  fountain  she  peered 
out  expectantly  into  the  gathering  gloom.  The  square  was 
quite  empty  save  for  a  lone  priest  with  a  long  loaf  of  bread 
under  his  arm  crossing  it  noiselessly. 

The  war  had  only  set  a  remote  finger  upon  Arrac.  True 
it,  like  every  other  town,  has  its  monument  for  the  dead  1914- 
1918,  but  in  1922  with  a  comparative  stabilization  in  living 
conditions,  things  were  much  as  always  and  it  was  already 
dim  in  the  minds  of  most  that  the  Americans  had  been 
through.  Suzanne's  father  had  come  home  and  taken  to  his 
trade  again;  she  was  taking  her  mother's  place  at  the  hotel. 
She  was  a  quiet,  unassuming  girl,  a  trifle  dull,  or  queer  some- 
how, the  not  unkindly  gossip  of  the  village  said.  But  they 
did  not  know  of  course  that  her  heart  had  once  sprung  into 
vehement,  estatic  flames  and  that  now  there  was  only  the 
tramp,  tramp  of  soldiers'  feet  in  the  ashes. 

Suzanne  was  rising  to  go  home.  But  just  then  her  attention 
was  attracted  by  the  advent  of  Michael  the  hotel  boy  pushing 
the  two-wheeled  baggage  cart  up  from  the  station  road  and 
followed  by  a  man  and  woman  whose  distinctly  foreign  ap- 
pearance was  an  unexpected  note.  The  man  was  in  trim 
tailored  tweeds,  the  woman  in  exquisitely  becoming  traveling 
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clothes.  Tourists  never  came  to  Arrac.  Suzanne  who  had 
never  seen  two  persons  similar  to  these  in  her  life  immediately 
set  them  down  not  as  Parisian,  English  or  Italian,  but  as 
Americans.  She  was  thrown  into  a  wild  state  of  romantic 
excitement. 

Strangely  enough,  morning  proved  her  right.  Suzanne, 
scrubbing  table  tops  at  the  Hotel  de  la  France,  followed  each 
gesture  of  these  two  visitors.  The  man  was  about  "Beeg 
Boy's"  age,  she  decided,  the  woman  older.  Clearly  they  had 
come,  from  out  of  the  far  fairy  land  of  "Beeg  Boy's"  home, 
for  some  purpose.  At  a  distance  she  could  see  them  talking 
with  M.  Fourier,  the  proprietor,  about  a  map.  She  managed 
to  get  closer  and  found  they  were  speaking  quick,  fluent 
French.  The  word  "soldats"  came  repeatedly.  "Yes,"  M. 
Fourier  said,  "There  was  an  American  camp  to  the  north  a 
little  way.  The  men  had  been  in  Arrac  repeatedly.  The  man 
explained  that  his  brother  was  a  soldier,  that  he  had  spoken 
in  his  letters  of  a  place  which  he  deeply  loved  and  which, 
though  he  could  not  give  its  name,  they  had  decided  from  all 
they  could  find  out  must  be  this  village.  They  had  come  from 
America  to  see  the  place,  to  find  out  all  they  could  about  it 
because  his  brother  had  not  come  back. 

"Did  Monsieur  remember  any  of  the  men?"  asked  the  lady. 
"Could  he  tell  her  the  things  they  did?" 

Yes,  M.  Fourier  remembered  the  soldiers  being  there.  He 
did  not  know  any  of  them  or  what  they  did,  he  was  sorry — 

Suddenly  the  shrill  voice  of  Suzanne  burst  in  passionately, 
"Les  soldats!"  she  cried,  "I  knew  them.  I  know  them  all. 
Let  me  tell.     Let  me  tell!" 

' '  Suzanne  ! ' '  exclaimed  Fourier,  his  reprimand  sharp  with 
astonishment. 

But  the  American  woman  interrupted  quickly,  "Please, 
Monsieur,  we  want  to  hear  her." 


The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine  189 

Suzanne's  dark  eyes  rested  on  the  lovely  face  of  the  older 
woman  as  they  would  have  on  some  holy  vision.  God  had 
not  let  Beeg  Boy  come  back  but  he  had  sent  this  person  who 
was  somehow  a  part  of  the  same  thing.  Perhaps — perhaps 
she  had  known  ''her  soldier."  There  had  been  a  live  coal 
left  in  the  ashes  after  all  and  it  was  flaring:  to  a  blaze.  For 
as  she  began  to  speak  to  this  man  and  woman,  the  swift  words 
hewn  off  eagerly  from  what  was  deepest  in  her,  Suzanne  saw 
it  all  again.  The  rhythm  of  the  tramping  took  possession  of 
her  and  she  went  with  it.  The  Americans  in  search  in  a 
commonplace  French  village  for  an  intangible  presence,  lis- 
tened thirstily.  The  girl  was  unconsciously  and  vividly  dra- 
matic. The  bare  room  thronged  again  with  khaki-clad  pri- 
vates, the  companies  marched  again  across  the  Place.  The 
girl,  caught  in  her  own  telling,  saw  like  a  shining  star  the 
smiling  Irish  face  of  Beeg  Boy  beckoning  to  her. 

In  a  pause,  the  American  woman  said,  "You  seem  to  have 
known  many  of  the  soldiers.  I  wonder  if  you  knew  the  one 
on  whose  account  we  came  here?" 

Her  companion  said  to  her  in  English,  "Oh,  Margaret,  she 
couldn't  know.  It's  ridiculous  to  suppose — "  But  she  an- 
swered calmly,  "Oh,  she  might — who  can  tell.  He  wrote  of 
the  quaintness  of  the  peasant  girls  which  shows  he  noticed 
them."  She  turned  to  the  girl.  "He  was  a  rather  large  man, 
clean  shaven,  with  blue  eyes — ■. " 

It  was  to  Suzanne  as  if  she  had  always  half  expected  her 
to  say  it.     This,  this  was  the  mother  of  Big  Boy. 

"Oh,  I  did  know  him,"  she  said,  with  a  sort  of  radiant 
triumph  on  her  face.  "I  know  I  knew  him.  I  watched  him 
always.  He  was  not  like  the  others — he  was  different  from 
all  the  rest."  The  woman's  eyes  were  shining.  "Ah,  you 
see, ' '  she  told  the  young  man  softly,  ' '  Could  there  be  a  doubt 
— he  was  different  from  all  the  rest — I  believe  in  miracles, 
you  know." 


190  The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine 

"I  will  show  you,  Madame,"  added  Suzanne,  "every  place 
he  went,  every  spot  he  liked  most.     I  know  them  all." 

She  left  the  scrubbing  pail  and  the  three  went  out  into  the 
white  morning  sunshine,  the  girl  guiding  their  way  up  by  the 
fountain  and  to  the  dark  trees  beyond  the  church  with  the 
clock  tower. 

' '  Yes, ' '  murmured  the  woman  to  the  man  in  her  own  tongue. 
"Allan  spoke  of  the  church.  He  read  Bergson  down  among 
the  tombstones.  And  here,  this  shady  walk  where  he  took  to 
Renan — actually  ! ' ' 

With  Suzanne  there  had  been  no  forgetting.  But  somehow 
she  did  not  tell  this  lady  that  his  name  was  "Beeg  Boy"  or 
about  the  gum-chewing  or  his  kissing  her.  Some  few  sacred 
things  she  must  keep  for  herself  even  from  his  mother. 

It  was  a  day  of  days.  When  the  strangers  left  at  evening, 
Suzanne  hardly  knew  she  had  been  heaped  with  presents.  She 
only  sensed  that  the  light  upon  the  woman's  face  when  she 
said  goodbye  was  like  the  infinitely  bright  light  in  her  own 
soul.  The  train  left  Arrac  just  as  the  lamp  lighter  reached 
the  square.     Suzanne  was  standing  alone  by  the  fountain. 

In  the  compartment  the  American  woman  said  to  her 
brother,  "Think  what  this  has  been  worth  to  me.  How 
strange  it  seems  that  Allan  and  I  planned  when  we  were 
married  to  come  someday  to  just  such  villages  as  these  and 
that  we  should  have  come  four  years  apart  under  the  least 
expected  circumstances  in  the  world." 

"You  are  quite  sure — "  began  the  man. 

"Oh,  quite  sure  that  this  girl  knew  him,"  she  replied. 
"And  why  not?  God  surely  knew  I  wanted  to  find  the  place 
Allan  cared  for  last.    Why  should  He  not  point  out  the  way  ? ' ' 
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Synthetics 

Celia  Marshall 

Laughter  like  a  cream-puff 
Flat  tears — synthetic  gin, 
Fill  the  air — it's  old  stuff. 

Sudden  challenge  voiced  rough — 
Tails  you  lose,  heads  I  win — 
Laughter  like  a  cream-puff. 

Dizzy  blonds'  yellow  fluff, 
Closed  eyes  and  whitened  skin 
Fill  the  air,  it's  old  stuff. 

A  crushed  flower — Pierrette's  ruff. 
These  the  wages  of  sin? 
Laughter  like  a  cream-puff. 

Voices  calling  the  bluff, 
Sibilant  'gainst  the  din, 
Fill  the  air— it's  old  stuff. 

Sound  of  feet — rhythmic  scuff, 
Saxaphones  shrilling  thin. 
Laughter  like  a  cream-puff, 
Fill  the  air — it's  old  stuff. 
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fl>bllosopb£ 

Marion  Greene 

The  celluloid  birdling  that  sits  on  his  swing 
With  plumage  unruffled,  tight  folded  each  wing, 
Surveying  serenely  what  fortune  may  bring, 

Is  happy?     Absurd! 
His  head  is  not  muddled  with  studies  and  work, 
Existence  to  him  without  shadows  that  lurk, 
Is  full  of  delight  with  no  duties  to  shirk — 

A  fortunate  bird! 


Zbe  Dream  of  i>\>3malion 

Celia  Marshall 

Breathe  you  no  life,  O,  my  Galetea? 

Does  no  pulse  beat  throbbing   'gainst  the  faint  blue 

Of  your  white  breast's  tracery,  sudden  answering 

The  gaze  in  my  hot  eyes  you've  kindled? 

Does  no  mantling  blush  throw  its  rosy-tinted  veil 

On  the  pale  ivory  of  your  chill  virginity? 

Mute  upon  your  pedestal  you  stand,  and  cold 

As  snow  on  Rhodopes'  hoary  crest  stiff  frozen. 

Senseless  by  the  eternal  slumber  of  Thanatos  held. 

Yet  my  thoughts  swift  flow  like  purling  Tagus 

On  the  golden  sands  of  bright-hued  musings, 

Do  I  wake!     Or  is  this  vision's  form  divine 

But  vain  mockery  of  false  Hypnos'  spell, 

Cast  by  fumes  of  cunning  distillation, 

By  Iris  crushed  from  crimsoned  poppies'  seed, 


The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine  193 


Full  blown  before  her  dark  Cimerian  cave. 
My  senses,  under  the  rose  and  honeyed  perfume 
Of  your  hair  like  Bacchantes  reel,  by  Cebeles', 
Rites  made  mad,  whirling  ever  swift  and  swifter, 
'Til  they  panting  fall  as  I  before  you, 
My  dream  of  ideal  woman,  Galetea! 


Drive  for  tbe  Drive 

Summer  with  its  long  carefree  days  and  magic  nights  is 
close  upon  us.  The  now  ringing  arcades  will  be  still  and 
only  the  ghosts  of  our  past  laughter  will  linger,  softly  breath- 
ing as  the  ivy  blows  and  haunting  with  muted  silences  the 
forsaken  boxwoods.  Some  of  us  are  taking  last  farewell  of 
our  Alma  Mater  and  casting  backward  half -lingering  glances 
as  we  face  a  new  future ;  regretful  beyond  a  doubt  yet  strong 
in  the  knowledge  of  a  race  well  run  and  purpose  fully  con- 
ceived. 

But  is  the  world  an  oyster  and  need  we  only  reach  out  our 
hand  to  gather  in  the  pearl?  For  some  the  pearl  may  seem 
to  be  attained  with  little  effort,  but  its  lustre  will  not  glow  so 
softly  nor  so  brightly  as  the  jewel  found  in  the  deeper,  more 
difficult  waters  of  life.  As  a  snake  sloughs  its  skin  so  we  are 
leaving  past  duties  and  past  ideals,  having  achieved  our  goal. 
But  this  goal  marks  merely  the  shore  of  a  boundless  ocean 
called  life.  If  at  first  our  vision  in  the  glass  appeared  darkly 
now  we  must  face  it  clear.  The  civil  and  political  phases  of 
living  have  not  been  our  vital  concern.  Now  they  are.  The 
well-being  of  any  community  depends  upon  those  who  com- 
pose it,  as  college  women  our  responsibility  is  the  heavier. 
We  have  not  all  of  us  the  sinuous  mind  of  an  Agnes  Rep- 
plier  nor  the  compelling  personality  of  a  Florence  Nighten- 
gale, yet  we  have  that  which  we  can  never  lose.  Sweet  Briar 
has  given  us  her  highest  honor.  We  must  prove  ourselves 
worthy  of  her  faith. 
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To  each  of  us  at  this  time  has  come  a  crossing  of  the 
roads.  As  a  Student  Body  we  have  pledged  ourselves  to 
raise  the  necessary  money  to  erect  a  building  containing  a 
gymnasium,  theatre  and  swimming  pool.  We  have  done  this 
collectively  but  it  rests  on  the  individual  and  on  her  alone 
whether  the  Sweet  Briar  Student  Building  Drive  will  fail  or 
rising  on  the  crest  of  success  lift  with  it  our  college  into  a 
prominence  achieved  only  by  earnest  endeavor  and  sincere 
cooperation.  We  have  signed  our  pledges  and  we  can  not  fail 
to  reach  the  mark  thus  set  but  let  us  not  be  satisfied  with  a 
mere  fulfillment  of  duty.  We  will  be  far  from  Sweet  Briar 
but  let  us  never  be  too  distant  to  hear  her  call.  Unless  we 
ourselves  support  our  college  how  can  we  expect  aid  from 
others?  The  drive  is  ours  in  name,  let  us  make  it  so  in 
reality.  Two  roads  lie  before  us.  One  leads  to  failure — the 
other  to  success — Choose! 

The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine  is  now  making  a  final  appear- 
ance in  its  present  form  of  a  purely  literary  character.  There 
seems  to  be  a  vital  need  at  Sweet  Briar  of  a  publication  which 
will  be  more  comprehensive  in  nature.  Therefore,  the  maga- 
zine is  preparing  to  go  into  a  state  of  aestiation  and  in  the 
fall  will  metamorphise  into  a  new  creation.  It  is  the  desire 
and  purpose  of  the  Staff  that  the  new  publication  will  be  more 
popular  in  character.  During  the  first  week  of  the  fall  term 
a  competition  will  be  held  for  the  purpose  of  selecting  a  new 
title.  An  alumna?  number  is  planned  beside  other  features. 
Increased  circulation  as  well  as  advertisements  is  necessary 
to  put  the  new  publication  on  a  sure  financial  basis.  The  Staff 
appeals  to  you  for  cooperation  and  support. 

Drive  for  the  Drive. 
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Drive  for  tbe  Drive 

Awake,  that  was  Sweet  Briar,  on  the  night  of  May  3rd, 
when  the  drive  for  the  Little  Theatre  Gymnasium  and  Swim- 
ming Pool  was  started.  The  first  meeting  was  a  howling  suc- 
cess. A  Sweet  Briar  Shield  was  auctioned  off  for  a  large  sum. 
At  this  meeting  feeling  ran  high,  and  pledges  amounting  to 
$3,035.00  were  made.  In  order,  however,  to  make  the  rest  of 
the  drive  live  up  to  its  promises,  we  will  need  the  cooperation 
of  each  student,  and  ex-student  of  Sweet  Briar.  Each  ounce 
of  vigor  and  pep  for  which  Sweet  Briar  is  noted  will  be  needed 
to  put  across  our  large  student  endeavor.  This  summer  there 
will  be  thousands  of  things  that  you  can  do.  Give  bridge 
parties,  take  a  booth  at  your  civic  Fair,  or  carnival,  sell  lem- 
onade or  give  movies.  Get  your  friends  interested  and  they 
will  help  you.  Everyone  is  going  to  be  busy.  Don't  be  left 
out.  Two  committees  have  been  appointed,  a  Finance  Com- 
mittee consisting  of  Fredericka  Bernard,  Bernice  Hulbert,  and 
Charlotte  Alford.  The  Publicity  Committee  consists  of  Marion 
Swannell,  Constance  Cross  and  Edna  Lee.  Neither  of  the 
committees  are  as  yet  complete.  Eleanor  Harned  was  ap- 
pointed Secretary.  Plans  are  going  forward  to  place  pictures 
of  the  prospective  building  in  your  hands  before  summer,  so 
that  you  will  have  some  definite  idea  of  what  you  are  work- 
ing for. 

A  word  to  the  Seniors.  Don't  forget  us  when  you  are  gone. 
We  ask  the  Senior  class,  soon  to  become  members  of  the 
alumna  association,  to  put  pep  in  all  that  they  do.  Enthuse 
the  girls  that  have  been  away  from  Sweet  Briar  with  the  same 
burning  interest  which  you,  yourself,  feel  in  the  success  oi 
the  drive.  You  will  never  know  how  much  we  shall  miss  you 
next  year,  nor  how  much  we  shall  appreciate  the  assistance 
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on  your  part  to  the  undergraduates  not  returning1.  Help  us, 
and  in  remembering  the  happy  days  you  have  spent  here, 
drive  for  the  drive. 


Commencement  program 

Saturday,  June  2 

4:00  P.  M—  Senior  Garden  Party. 

8:00  P.  M.— Final  Play,  "Behind  a  Watteau  Picture." 

Sunday,  June  3 

11 :00  A.  M. — Baccalaureate    Sermon   by   Dr.    Howard 

Melish. 
6:30  P.  M.— Step  Singing. 
7:00  P.   M. — Vesper  Service  in  the  Boxwood  Circle, 

President  McVea. 

Monday,  June  4 

10:00  A.  M.— Alumnae  Meeting. 
1 :00  P.  M. — College  Luncheon  for  the  Graduates. 
4:00  P.  M. — Class  Day  Exercises. 
8 :00  P.  M. — Artists '  Recital,  Harrison  Christian,  Bari- 
tone ;  Elsie  Wood,  Pianist. 

Tuesday,  June  5 

10:00  A.  M. — Commencement  Exercises  and  Conferring 
of  Degrees.    Address,  Dr.  Howard  Melish. 
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College  activities 


flDas  2>a&  ffl>a£  4, 1923 

QUEEN  OF  MAY 

Virginia  Stanbery 

Clare  Robertson. _ „ _ Maid  of  Honor 

Helen  MacMahon _ Sceptre  Bearer 

Ada  Tyler _ Garland  Bearer 

Ladies  of  the  Court 

Josephine  Von  Maur  Richie  McGuire 

Mary  B.  Wilson  Louisa  Newkirk 

Grace  Merrick  Dorene  Brown 

Thelma  Jones  Caroline  Flynn 

Harrell  James  Eugenia  Goodall 

Jane  Lee  Adelaide  Harris 

Lucile  Smith  Gwendolyn  Watson 

Flower  Girls 

Phyllis  Payne  Florence  Bodine 

Katherine  Agard 

Page 
lone  McKenzie 

Heralds 
Mary  Gladys  Brown  Anne  Hardie 
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Gbe  pageant,  "Gbe  (Bolfcen  TOteb" 

Everywoman - _ Lorna  Weber 

Golden  Wish. _ ....._ Elizabeth  Pape 

Selfishness _ Thomasine   Rose 

Service Katherine  Blount 

Work Kathryn   Klumph 

Flattery Carol  De  La  Hunt 

Sleep _ Elizabeth  Meriwether 

Piper _ Lydia  Purcell 

Three  Graces 
May  Speed  Virginia  Kirkland  Mildred  Strode 

The  Follies 
Elizabeth  Taylor. _ Leader 

Vanities 
Letitia  Vance Leader 

Idleness 
Dorothy    Booth _ _ Leader 

The  Nine  Muses 
Gertrude  Geer _ Leader 

Dreams 

Joys  of  Life 

Women  Who  Have  Served  Humanity 

Chairman  of  Pageant _ Miss  Elsie  Carrington 

Chairman  of  Committee  on  Scenery _ Mary  Chantler 

Chairman  of  Music Mrs.  Blalock 

■ 
Committee  on  Costume 
Miss  Josephine  Schiffer,  Chairman 
Marion  Swannell  Martha  Woodward 
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Programme _ Jane   Guignard 

The  May  Day  Dance 
Chairman Edith  Miller 

Chairman  of  Committee  on  Decorations Frances  Engeman 


Gbe  IDirainia  (Slee  Club 

One  Sunday  morning  when  the  weather  was  fine,  and  every- 
thing looked  as  if  the  day  would  he  just  as  usual — breakfast 
en  negligee,  loafing,  church,  loafing,  lunch,  loafing,  dinner, 
and  so  forth — a  few  of  the  more  observing  of  us  noticed  that 
there  was  something  in  the  air.  Every  curling  iron  was  in 
use,  Coty's  was  carefully  and  artistically  employed,  one's  best- 
looking  dresses  came  out  of  the  closets  and  were  donned — in 
fact,  everything  seemed  to  be  dressing  up.  Why?  Oh  well, 
answer  that  question  yourself.  I  couldn't  imagine  myself  at 
first  either,  but  about  ten  o'clock  the  sound  of  "Say  Keid, 
there's  three  men  waiting  in  the  parlor  for  you"  greeted  my 
curious  ears,  and  I  suddenly  remembered  something.  It  re- 
minded me  that  the — oh,  well  wait  a  second.  It's  always 
better  technique  to  save  the  point  of  a  story  'till  the  end 
anyhow.     So — . 

I  went  out  on  the  campus  and  well — I  never  was  a  man- 
hater,  and  so  I  didn  't  mind  what  I  saw  at  all.  Scores  of  cute 
looking — obviously  University  -  Virginian  types — ornamented 
the  campus.  The  funniest  part  of  their  presence  was  that 
they  all  looked  as  if  they  had  come  to  stay — because  almost 
everyone  had  a  suit-case,  or  some  sort  of  case — in  fact,  the 
black  cases  in  question  looked  as  if  they  might  contain  any- 
thing from  a  medicine  kit  to  a  deceased  unfortunate.  How- 
ever I  wasn't  puzzled  long — because  you  see  I  knew  who  they 
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were  and  what  they  carried.  Those  black  cases  held  the  most 
fascinating  things  in  the  world — musical  instruments!  The 
Virginia  Glee  Club  was  here ! 

The  concert  was  wonderful!  Among  the  many  selections 
and  encores  that  were  heard,  perhaps  the  "plunk,  plunk"  of 
"Me  and  My  Lil'  Banjo"  was  most  enjoyed. 

I  think  everybody  enjoyed  the  xylophone  concerts  very 
much,  because  both  young  men  were  encored  again  and  again 
with  loud  applause  for  "Ave  Maria,"  and  "I  Love  You 
Truly." 

And  then,  woe  to  fickle  hearts ! — Littingdon  Waddell — 
(isn't  that  an  imposing  sort  of  name  for  an  attractive,  sweet- 
looking  young  woman-hater?) — sang  a  solo.  First  came 
"They're  Hanging  Dannie  Deever  in  the  Morning,"  followed 
by  encore  after  encore !  He  sang  ' '  Invictus ' '  with  wonderful 
strength,  and  then  in  a  low  mellow  tone,  ' '  Somebody 's  Knock- 
ing,"  an  old  negro  melody  of  melting  sweetness. 

It  really  isn't  necessary  to  speak  of  the  condition  of  our 
hearts  when  the  Charlottesville  train  pulled  out  of  Sweet 
Briar. 

— M.  S.,   '26. 


Columbia  Concert 

The  Columbia  University  Musical  Clubs  took  Sweet  Briar 
by  storm  on  Monday  afternoon,  April  30.  Almost  everyone 
in  college  heard  them,  either  inside  the  auditorium,  or  from 
their  "balcony  seats"  on  the  arcades  and  window-sills,  and 
thrilled  to  such  music  as  only  well  trained  college  musical 
clubs  can  give.  The  Instrumental  and  Glee  Clubs  were  almost 
equally  popular,  but  when  the  latter  sang  "Hand-Organ 
Johnny  Am  I,"  the  applause  was  deafening.    The  violin  solos 
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by  Mr.  Farbman  and  the  banjo  solos  and  duets  by  Mr.  Tierney 
and  Mr.  Campbell  were  high  lights  in  the  afternoon's  pro- 
gram, but  we  must  not  leave  "Columbia  Day"  without  men- 
tioning the  gym.,  which  everyone  admits  was  a  "howling 
success ! ' ' 

— N.  W.,  '25. 

Zbe  5enior*5opbomore  Banquet 

The  annual  banquet  for  the  Seniors  was  given  by  the  Sopho- 
mores at  the  Country  Club  in  Lynchburg  on  May  the  four- 
teenth. The  club  was  decorated  with  quantities  of  flowers 
and  there  was  an  old  fashioned  corsage  at  the  place  of  each 
Senior.  During  dinner  Deedie  Kirkendall  as  president  of  the 
Sophomores,  made  a  charming  speech  of  welcome  in  behalf 
of  '25  and  introduced  the  toastmaster  of  the  occasion,  Amy 
Williams.  The  Sophomores  then  "lifted  their  cups  to  quaff" 
as  each  Senior  was  toasted  and  applauded.  After  the  banquet 
a  lucky  number  dance,  music  and  cards  was  the  order  of  the 
evening.  Miss  McVea  spoke  a  few  words  of  congratulation 
to  the  Seniors  and  encouragement  to  the  Sophomores,  giving 
us  an  unexpected  pleasure.  The  Senior  serenade  late  that 
night  back  at  Sweet  Briar  marked  the  close  of  a  never-to-be 
forgotten  night.  It  was  a  farewell  to  the  Seniors  with  so  much 
enjoyment  that  the  other  side  of  the  farewell  was  submerged. 

— M.  G.,  '25. 


Senior  Banquet 

The  annual  dinner  given  by  Dr.  McVea  to  the  Senior  class 
of  Sweet  Briar  College  was  held  Wednesday  evening.  May  16 
in  the  Boxwood  Inn.    Thirty-nine  of  the  forty-one  graduates 
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were  present.  Miss  Marjorie  Milligan,  and  Miss  Katherine 
Weiser,  who  completed  their  courses  in  February,  have  not 
yet  returned. 

The  central  idea  of  the  meeting  and  the  key-note  of  the 
addresses,  was  "Time."  The  toasts  and  speeches  were  built 
around  this  theme.  The  tendencies  of  the  present  day  and  the 
hope  of  the  future  were  topics  upon  which  Dr.  McVea  talked. 
Miss  Caroline  Sparrow  was  toastmistress,  her  topic  "Now," 
being  responded  to  by  toasts  as  follows :  ' '  Then, ' '  Lydia  Pur- 
cell;  "When,"  Elizabeth  Taylor;  "Hard  Times,"  Helen  Duck- 
worth; "Telling  Times,"  Marie  Klooz;  "Timeliness,"  Lorna 
Weber;  "Sometimes,"  Margery  Cannon;  "High  Time," 
Richie  McGuire;  "Next  Time,"  Helen  McMahon ;  "Time 
Honored, ' '  Virginia  Stanbery ;  and  ' '  The  Time  of  Day, ' ' 
Dr.  McVea. 

— M.  K.,  '24. 


Gau  pbi 

Installation  ceremonies  for  the  president  of  Tau  Phi  for 
1923- '24,  Martha  Lobinger,  were  held  the  nights  of  May  17 
and  18. 


Better  Bab^  Contest 

If  a  stranger  in  our  midst  had  appeared  at  the  refectory  on 
the  night  of  April  21  he  would  have  had  a  rather  difficult 
time  trying  to  decide  whether  this  seat  of  higher  learning 
were  a  nursery  or  merely  a  kindergarten.  We  realize  the 
faculty  are  frequently  subjected  to  this  difficulty  but  in  this 
case  they  also  were  implicated.  Far  be  it  from  us  to  be  hyper- 
bolic but   frankly,   there   were   some   splendid  specimens   of 
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the  Mellin's  'Food  infant  present.  Simply  the  dread  of  being 
accused  of  verbosity  makes  us  refrain  from  remarks  upon  the 
subject  of  Louise  McDougle,  the  blue-ribbon  baby — but  there 
is  much  that  might  be  said.  Little  Johnny  Dew  ran  a  close 
second,  and  in  truth  in  such  a  collection  of  healthy  and  lusty 
babies  the  competition  waxed  keen — more  credit  to  Louise ! 
In  this  environment  it  did  not  seem  strange  that  the  infants 
should  be  precocious ;  so  when  charades  and  other  games  were 
staged,  no  obvious  alarm  was  shown.  Personally  we  are  all 
for  such  improving  and  eugenic  contests  and  we  trust  that  in 
future  years  much  may  be  accomplished  by  the  continuation 
of  this  campaign  for  Better  Babies ! 
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^Dramatics 

flDerrp  3ester  Banquet 

The  Merry  Jester  dinners  seem  to  run  to  initiations.  Just 
before  Christmas  the  old  members  initiated  us,  and  last  Wed- 
nesday, May  tenth,  we  all  initiated  the  new  Tea  House  !  There 
were  toasts  and  appropriate  gifts  (ask  Buffy  Taylor)  given 
to  all  the  old  Merry  Jesters,  and  after  dinner  Mr.  Dempster 
spoke  to  us  very  delightfully.  "We  only  hope  our  guests  en- 
joyed coming  as  much  as  we  enjoyed  having  them. 

— E.  V.  L.,  '26. 

IRippIer  Banquet 

The  new  Ripplers  gave  the  older  initiates  a  most  delightful 
dinner  at  the  Boxwood  Inn  on  May  18.  Mr.  Dempster  honored 
us  with  his  presence  and  spoke  most  strongly  and  entertain- 
ingly on  the  latest  trend  of  the  Little  Theatre  movement,  and 
our  part  in  it  as  individuals  interested  in  the  drama. 


t< 


Zbe  XaMes^(3ofc>  Bless  "em" 


''The  Ladies — God  Bless  'Em,"  presented  by  the  Senior 
class  was  a  huge  success — but  what  else  could  it  be  with  such 
a  cast  and  written  as  it  was  by  an  old  Sweet  Briar  girl,  Stanley 
Miller !  The  stars  were  Richie  McGuire  as  the  psychoanalogist 
— but  did  we  ever  see  Richie  in  such  a  costume  before  ?  Helen 
McMahon  who  qualified  as  the  old  fashioned  girl  because  of 
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her  lack  of  shock-absorbers  according  to  pre-victrolian  ideas, 
and  the  vamp  who  caused  a  positive  delirium  in  the  audience, 
Virginia  Stanbery,  our  conservative  S.  G.  President.  By  the 
way,  Ginny;  what  really  did  go  on  behind  that  good-looking 
red  fan? 

Adelaide  Harris  figured  as  the  ''girl  of  my  dreams"  and 
Lorna  Weber  as  Tom,  the  very  perplexed  and  highly  suscep- 
tible young  man  whose  dream  finally  came  true. 

The  choruses  were  particularly  snappy.  As  usual  Ruth 
Pratt  won  great  applause  for  her  Hawaiian  song  and  Bessie 
Hogue  didn 't  miss  letting  her  eyes  ' ' run  wild ! "  "I  Love 
Me"  was  formally  introduced  to  the  Briar  by  Kitty  Newby, 
who  it  is  generally  acclaimed  carried  off  the  honors  of  the 
evening.  How  she  kept  up  with  her  feet  is  beyond  our  com- 
prehension. Certainly  her  finale  "I'm  Wild  About  Myself" 
expresses  our  idea  about  this  skit — we  were  wild  about  it! 

—A.  M.  W.,  '25. 


Xafc>2  UCUnfcemere's  jfan 

"Lady  Windemere's  Fan"  was  presented  under  the  aus- 
pices of  the  Junior  class,  on  the  evening  of  May  3.  Since  it 
was  the  night  before  May  Day  there  was  an  unusual  audience 
and  many  older  and  more  experienced  critics  than  is  custom- 
ary at  Sweet  Briar. 

The  choice  of  this  justly  famous  play  of  Oscar  Wilde  ap- 
peared a  most  happy  one.  Though  the  cast  of  necessity  was 
of  immature  years  the  subtle  atmosphere  and  delicately  iron- 
ical humor  of  Wilde  was  surprisingly  well  portrayed. 

Elsie  Wood  as  Mrs.  Erylnne,  the  hyper-sophisticated  wom- 
an of  the  world,  showed  true  talent  in  her  interpretation. 
Elizabeth  Pape  was  well  cast  as  Lady  Windermere  and  Kitty 
Blount  made  an  excellent  Windermere,  while  Ada  Tyler  was 
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most  convincing  as  Lord  Darlington.  May  Speed  as  Cecil 
Graham,  the  young  roue,  Virginia  Lee  Taylor  with  a  truly 
delightful  English  accent  as  Lord  Augustus  and  Martha  Lobin- 
ger  as  the  Duchess  of  Berwich  were  all  equally  good.  In  fact, 
the  entire  production  showed  that  though  it  was  a  trifle  am- 
bitious, it  was  most  carefully  directed  and  planned,  the  scen- 
ery being  unusually  well  adapted. 

— D.  B.,   '24. 
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Htblettce 


The  athletic  season  of  1922- '23  has  drawn  to  a  close  in  a 
final  blaze  of  glory  with  the  breaking  of  two  records  on  Field 
Day  and  a  well  fought  Tennis  Tournament.  The  athletic 
officers  are  to  be  congratulated  upon  a  particularly  successful 
year,  most  especially  upon  their  innovations,  gala  night,  the 
rodeo,  and  the  basketball  trip  to  Bryn  Mawr.  These  features 
achieved  such  popularity  that  there  can  be  no  doubt  about 
their  being  included  as  a  part  of  the  regular  programme  of 
succeeding  years. 

But  best  of  all,  in  collaboration  with  the  Dramatic  Associa- 
tion and  with  the  help  of  next  year's  officers  a  drive  has  been 
launched  for  a  new  gymnasium  and  Little  Theatre!  It  rests 
with  you  personally,  the  college,  and  the  alumnae,  to  make  this 
drive  a  success — there  can  be  no  question  of  anything  but 
success. 

The  following  officers  have  been  elected  for  1923- '24: 

President _ F.    Bernard 

Vice  President - A.  Ford 

Secretary _ _ V.  Whitlock 

Treasurer....- M.  Swannell 

Heads  of  Sports 

Hockey _ „ _ E.  Merriwether 

Basketball _ M.  Reinhold 

Track _ „ K.  Blount 

Tennis _ _ E.  Engeman 

Lake „ _ T.  Rose 

Riding M.  Bachman 

Hiking K.  Morris 

Class  Representatives 
Senior G.  Watson 
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Junior G.    Kinsley 

Sophomore M.  Douglas 

Freshman _ G.  Kinsley 

Publicity  Agent _ _ E.  Rountree 

College  Cheer  Leader ^ E .  Lee 


Spring  £enni0  tournament 

The  Doubles  Tournament  has  been  watched  with  much  in- 
terest, and  though  our  changeable  weather  delayed  many  of 
the  matches  it  did  not  lessen  the  keen  enjoyment  of  the  semi- 
finals and  finals.  Annie  Ford  and  Margaret  Reinhold  have 
come  off  with  the  honors. 

Second  Round 

Alford  and  Hogue  defeated  MacHenry  and  Strode  (6-4) 
(4-6)    (6-4). 

Chantler  and  Stanbery  defeated  Durham  and  Aleshire  (6-4) 
(6-4). 

Douglas  and  Geer  defeated  Hazeline  and  Calwell  (6-1) 
(6-0). 

Hill  and  Hager  defeated  Dew  and  Sailor   (6-1)    (6-0). 

Droege  and  Harris  defeated  Wentworth  and  Peterson  (6-3) 
(5-7)   (6-4). 

Von  Mawr  and  Hulburd  defeated  Shepard  and  Bristol  (6-0) 
(6-0). 

Ford  and  Reinhold  won  by  default  from  Engeman  and 
Zench. 

Bernhard  and  Van  Colt  defeated  Craighill  and  Miller  (6-0) 
(6-2). 
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Third  Round 

Bernard  and  Van  Colt  defeated  Alford  and  Hogue   (6-3) 
(6-0). 

Hill  and  Hager  defeated  Chantler  and  Stanbery. 

Douglas  and  Geer  defeated  Droege  and  Norris  (6-1)  6-2). 

Ford  and  Reinhold  defeated  Von  Mawr  and  Hulburd  (6-0) 
(6-1). 

Semi-Finals 

Ford  and  Reinhold  defeated  Douglas  and  Geer  (6-4)  (6-3). 

Bernard  and  Van  Cott  defeated  Hager  and  Hill  (6-1)  (8-6) 
(6-4). 

Finals 

Ford  and  Reinhold  defeated  Bernard  and  Van  Colt  (6-2) 
(4-6)    (4-6)    (6-2)    (6-2). 
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Hlumnae  Botes 

The  Alumnae  guests  for  May  Day  included:  Mary  McLe- 
nore,  Elizabeth  Shoop,  Virginia  Sproul,  Flo  'Freeman,  Louise 
Brinkley,  Florene  Gilbert,  Katherine  Minor,  Emma  Adams, 
Katherine  Cook,  Imogene  Egenton,  Mary  Munson  (May 
Queen,.  1922),  Mary  Klumph  Watson,  Helen  Rhodes,  Ida 
Massie  Valentine,  Ruth  Wolf,  Jane  Becker,  and  Martha 
Cooper. 

Lillie  Maddox,  who  married  Harry  Whitner  this  winter  is 
being  entertained  in  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Flo  Freeman  is  being  married  in  June  and  Ellen  Wolf 
has  selected  June  25th  as  the  date  of  her  marriage  to  Gaines 
Halsey  of  Wilkes-Barre. 

Another  June  wedding  will  be  that  of  Mabel  Martin  to 
Edwin  Ward  of  Memphis. 

Dr.  Howland  who  is  absent  on  leave  this  year,  returned  for 
a  short  visit.  Dr.  Howland  left  Helen  Beeson  in  charge  of  her 
work  at  Cornell  Medical  School,  N.  Y. 

The  Alumna?  of  Lynchburg  gave  a  benefit  bridge  at  the 
Virginian  Monday  afternoon  May  20th,  the  proceeds  going  to 
the  Building  Drive 

Alumme  expected  for  June  week  are:  Corinne  Gibbons 
Woolcott,  Mag.  McVea,  Henrietta  Crump  and  Amey  Smyth. 
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Exchanges 


The  Sweet  Briar  Magazine  gratefully  acknowledges  the 
following  exchanges: 
Smith  Monthly. 
Vassar  Miscellany  Monthly. 
The  Rollins  Magazine. 
The  Aurora. 
The  Tattler. 

Mary  Baldwin  MiscelUtmy. 
Tennessee  College  Magazine. 
St.  Mary's  Chimes. 
Hood  College  Herald. 
The  Western  Oxford. 
The  Messenger. 
Lake  Erie  Record. 
The  Purple  Parrot. 
The  Spectator. 


Tea  House  Talk  is  old  in  standing,  but  since  the  little  bird 
has  been  installed  upstairs  in  the  Inn  we  have  even  greater 
reason  to  believe  all  Tea  House  Talk  is  not  confined  to  the 
tea  room! 

Rebecca  Ashcraft  almost  suffered  the  casualty  of  not  attend- 
ing the  Merry  Jester  dinner  as  she  couldn't  remember  whether 
she  was  a  Merry  Jester  or  a  Rippler. 

We  were  quite  unaware  until  May  Day  afternoon  at  the 
pageant  that  here  in  our  midst  is  the  original  "red-head  gal." 

The  mystery  of  Dot  Bailey's  nine  pillows  found  in  practice 
room  No.  6  not  long  ago  has  yet  to  be  solved.  Never  trust 
any  one  again,  Dot,  not  even  with  9  pillows. 

There  seems  to  be  a  rush  for  the  wind  break  these  spring 
days  and  some  of  our  good  friends  are  getting  confused  on 
their  dates.  We  would  think  little  back  mountain  roads  would 
be  hard  on  automobile  tires  but  of  course  we  can  understand 
the  promenaders! 

Since  El  Harned  found  the  298th  annual  she  has  been  com- 
pletely demoralized — to  date  she  has  cut  three  classes  and 
overslept  two  others.  We  are  all  very  glad  there  wasn't  a 
299th  annual  or  the  shock  might  have  been  too  great. 

All  T.  H.  patrons  rejoice  to  think  certain  freshmen  will  be 
sophomores  soon  so  they  can  at  least  have  an  excuse  for  treat- 
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ing  upperclassmen  as  if  they  were  their  personal  maids.    Ref- 
erence is  made  to  a  particular  Sunday  evening  not  long  past. 

The  ' '  Chew  Gums ' '  made  an  attempt  to  revive  the  practice 
of  Amazon  fighting  during  the  nights  of  Tau  Phi  installation 
but  though  it  appeared  to  be  rather  alarming  at  first  it  later 
died  a  screaming  death ! 

Since  Amherst  County  Day  some  of  our  friends  (e.  g.  S. 
Sumrall,  ea.)  have  an  unusually  healthy  and  happy  look,  un- 
doubtedly due  to  much  snitched  fried  chicken,  etc. 

T.  H.  T.  is  so  glad  to  see  the  studious  attitude  of  Misses 
Chantler  and  Swannell,  who  study  on  campus  with  a  busy 
sign  tacked  on  the  tree.  Of  course  we  realize  that  "it  pays 
to  advertise"  to  the  faculty,  girls. 

We  hear  that  Louisa  has  received  another  corsage  anony- 
mously. Her  advertisement  in  the  annual  seems  to  be  bearing 
not  fruit,  but  blossoms. 

T.  H.  T.  awaits  with  bated  breath  the  Final  Play.  An 
anonymous  letter  left  on  the  terrace  of  the  tea  room  suggests 
that  a  well-known  and  justly  famous  French  professor  be 
present  at  Gertain  rehearsals  between  ' '  Columbine ' '  and  ' '  Poor 
Pierrot." 
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©bbs  anb  lEnbs 

MODERN  SAYINGS 

Cars  stop  far  other  reasons  besides  engine  trouble. 
Hell  hath  no  fury  like  a  farmer  shorn. 
Hitch  your  flagon  to  any  bar. 
The  bigger  they  are  the  harder  they  bawl. 
Spend  and  the  world  eats  with  you;  save  and  you  eat  your 
own  dill  pickles.  — Exchange. 

Biltmore  Hound — "Have  you  seen  — hie — my  frien'  Jones 
lately?" 

Clerk — "He  was  here  half  an  hour  ago." 

B.  H.— "Wash'e  alone  or  wush  I  with   'im?" 

— Yale  Record. 


Lamb— "What  time  is  it?" 

Stew — "It  mush  be  the  shero  hour   'cause — hie — I  didn't 
hear — hie — the  clock  shtrike. "  — Dodo. 


ROUGH  STUFF 

One  of  our  terrible  tempered  students,  in  a  fit  of  anger, 
broke  the  back  of  Caesar,  tore  the  appendix  out  of  Cicero  and 
pulled  the  Tale  of  Two  Cities.  — Exchange. 

HEARD  IN  TEA  HOUSE 

1st  Campus  Queen — "How  did  you  kept  your  donation  to 
the  new  drive  secret?" 

2nd  C.  Q. — "I  sent  in  an  anonymous  check." 
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AT  LADY  WINDEMERE'S  FAN 
1st  Student — "And  then  what  did  the  Dean  say?" 
2nd  Student — "Oh,   she  said  she  thought   Oscar  was  too 
Wilde!" 


FACULTY  STUDENTS  COMPETE 
1st  C.  Q. — "By  the  way,  I  never  did  hear  how  the  Better 
Baby  Contest  came  out?" 

2nd  C.  Q.— "Well— Dr.  McDougle  got  the  first  prize." 


Son — "Mama,  I  want  a  needle." 

Mama— "Why,  son?" 

Son — "To  sew  my  wild  oats."  — Judge. 
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College  Directory 


OFFICERS  OF  THE  COLLEGE 

President _ Dr.  Emelie  Watts  McVea 

Treasurer  and  Business  Manager . _ Mr.  William  B.  Dew 

STUDENT  GOVERNMENT  ASSOCIATION 

President Virginia    Stanberry 

Vice-President „ Helen  MacMahon 

Secretary _ _ Lydia  Purcell 

Treasurer _ Louisa  Newkirk 

EXECUTIVE  COMMITTEE 
Annie  Ford  Helen  Hill  Margaret  Nelson 

Mary  Marshall  Berenice  Hulburd 

DRAMATICS 

President _ Lorna  Weber 

Secretary . Margaret  Hogue 

ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION 

President _ Elizabeth  Taylor 

Secretary _ „ _ Margaret  Nelson 

SWEET  BRIAR  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION 

President _ Ada    Tyler 

Secretary _ Mary    Marshall 

Treasurer _ Susan  Semrall 

GLEE  CLUB 

President Harrell   James 

Secretary Ruth    Pratt 

TAU  PHI 

President _ Katherine  Hagler 

Secretary _ Jane  Guig   ard 

PUBLICATIONS 

Editor-in-chief  of  Briar  Patch Marian  Swannell 

Business  Manager..... _ „ _ Eleanor  Harned 

Editor-in-chief  of  Sweet  Briar  Magazine Martha  Lobingier 

Business  Manager Lydia  Purcell 

CLASS  PRESIDENTS 

Senior _ .._ Lydia  Purcell 

Junior Berenice  Hulburd 

Sophomore _ Cordelia  Kirkendall 

Freshmen _ _ Gertrude  Collins 

VARSITY  COUNCIL 
Chairman Lydia  Purcell 

HEADS  OF  SPORTS 

Head  of  Hockey ...Lydia  Purcell 

Head  of  Basketball Louise  Carper 

Head  of  Swimming Thomasine  Rose 

Head  of  Riding Louisa  Newkirk 

Head  of  Hiking Ada  Tyler 

Head  of  Tennis _ „ Annie  Ford 

Head  of  Track ~ Marian  Swannell 

HIKE  LEADERS 
Margaret  Burwell        Eleanor  Miller  Amy  Williams 

Mary  Craighill  Mary  Sailer 

RIDING  LEADERS 
Marie  Klooz  Virginia  Stanberry       Estel  Schofield 

Fredri^a  Bernhard        Grace  Merrick  Phyllis  Millinger 

Josephine  von  Mawr 
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J.  J.  FALLON 


J.  J.  FALLON  GO. 

iflorists 

Fine  Roses,  Carnations,  Sweet  Peas 

AND  ALL  OTHER  FLOWERS  IN  SEASON 

Funeral  Designs,   Wedding  Invitations,  Etc. 
Commencement  Bouquets  A  Specialty 
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W.  M.  DOYLE,  JRw 


ORDERS 
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HAWKINS 

PALACE 

814  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 

OF 

SWEETS 

STANDS 

Ready- to-Wear 

FOR  PURITY  AND 
QUALITY 

Millinery 

You  Will  Find  Everything  You 

Want  at  Our  Store  from 

ft 

Soup  to  Nuts 

^ 

COLLEGE  GIRLS  ARE 

MEET  YOUR  FRIENDS  HERE 

CORDIALLY  INVITED 

ACROSS  FROM  CARROLL 

TO  VISIT  THIS  STORE 

HOTEL 
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S.  O.  FISHER 


PHONE  1162 


Lynchburg,  Va.  J 
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LYNCHBURG'S    MOST    MODERN 


Department  Store 


'THE  STORE  WHERE  YOU  WILL 


LIKE  TO  SHOP 


liv%«aa#ii| 

Pii| 

Our  Motto: 


Courtesy — Satisfaction — Service 
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A  most  convenient  | 

g            you  where  I  can  | 
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spend  my  time  look-  | 
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|  ing  at  the  new  pret- 
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g            ty  things.  g 
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|    "  The  Store  with  the  College  Spirit "  I 

g    * 

X  H 

H  x 

$  #TTlT  has  been  our  ambition  for  5 

j?  ^J]   many  years,  to  supply  the  3 

g  College  Girl's  every  need,   and  * 

Jf  with  this  objective  in  mind,  we 

have  assembled,  this  year,  more  $ 

%  beautiful  and    practical   things  * 

%  than    ever  before,  that  would  % 

g  appeal  to  the  College  Girl's  Fan-  8 

|  cies  as  well  as  to  her  Economical  * 

S  senses.      Therefore,   we   have  5 

*  chosen  for  our  slogan:  S 

|  "77/E  STORE  WITH  THE 

S  COLLEGE  SPIRIT" 
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i  I 

STYLE  AND  QUALITY  WITHOUT  5 

J  EXTRAVAGANCE  2 

|   C.  H.  Almond  Dry  Goods  Co.  | 

X  St 

%  3t 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

f  We          | 
f  VIRGINIAN  I 

|  European                     | 

!g  ^ 

if  % 

I  i 

|  cTWODERN                    | 

|  FIREPROOF                 I 

%  % 

%  St 

%  St 

%  St 

X  St 

X  St 

X  ♦                 % 

X  St 

X  St 

X  St 

X  St 

X  St 

%  St 

X  St 

X  St 

*  Dinner           Parties  £ 
x  st 

*  Banquets  j 

K  St 

X  St 

x  st 

%  F.  C.  CRIDER,  Sec'y-Mgr.                    f 

x  st 

X  st 

X  st 

X  St 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


BALDWIN'S 

LADIES' 

READY-TO-WEAR 

MILLINERY 

SHOES 
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The  Famous 
SHAKER-KNIT 


When  in  Lynchburg  Make   This    & 
Your    Headquarters  jg 


Home  of  the  Latest  and  J 
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st 
st 
st 
st 


Most  Refined 
Entertainment 


«£ 


Academy 

MAIN  ST.,  NEAR  6th 

Open  Daily 
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SNAPPY  SHOES 

FOR 

College  Trade 

We  are  on  the  lower 
end  of  Main  Street 
but  it  will  pay  yon 
to  see  our  styles 


The  Home  of   Brooklyn 
Styles 

Bell  Shoe  Store 


1109  MAIN  STREET 
"Quality  Shoes  for  Less' 
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D.  B.  Ryland  &  Go, 

Incorporated 
809  Main  Street 


Jewelry 

and 

Silversmiths 

We  Solicit  Your 
Patronage 


ADVERTISEMENTS 

HARDWARE 


Lynchburg,  Va.   St 
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ts      We  Carry  a  Complete  Line  of  Up-to-Date  Hardware 

jf  Electric  Irons,  Percolators,  Vacuum  Bottles,  Etc. 

S  zA  Full  Line  of  Universal  Goods. 

I  <^INSLIE-MARTIN  CO. 

% 

Jf  911  oMain  Street 

%  WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 
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EUROPE,  GREECE,  EGYPT,  PALESTINE 

Tours  Personally  Conducted— 45  to  108  days.  From  $675  to  $  1485 
C  Give  as  Much  as  Any  "l 
Our  tOUrS  \  Give  More  than  Many  I  Why   Pay  More? 

L  Cost  Less  than  cAny  ' 

Especially  attractive  tours  for  young  ladies 

Sailings  June  and  July.     Write  to-    Trift   WIPICFR    THI  IR^ 
dayforitineraryandfullinformation     ■  llc    »▼  !V*lVliI\    1V/UIW 

Richmond,  Virginia 


Bring  Us  Your  Eye  Glass  Troubles 

Winfree-Strother 

We  Grind  Our  Own  Lenses  and  Can 

Duplicate  the  Most  Complicated 

Glass  Without  Your 

Furniture  Co, 

Prescription 

( Incorporated) 

WE  LEAD  IN 

Watch  and  Jewelry" 

WHOLESALE 
and  RETAIL 

Repairing 

NEW  WORK  MADE  TO 

ORDER  ON  THE 

PREMISES 

Furniture 
Dealers 

The  Best  Only 

"safe"- 

Buckingham  &  Flippin 

• 

913  Ma-n  St. 

717  Main  Street 

LYNCHBURG,  VA. 

LYNCHBURG,  VA. 

)lM^ltM3«Mltlti«JtKi«^lla«(MM^^^^°««^M^^^^M°«t^^^a««^^3«MM^llMMMlt; 


The 


Lynchburg  National 
Bank 


"THE  OLDEST  BANK  IN  LYNCHBURG" 


Capital  and  Surplus  $1,700,000.00 
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Lynchburg  Crockery 
Company,  Inc. 

China,  Cut  Glass  and 
Electric  Lamps 


i 
s 
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1027  Main  Street 


D.  D.  MacGREQOR 


The 

PALAIS  ROYAL 

The  House  of  Fashion 

Ladies'  and  Misses'  Wearing 
Apparal 

Invites  especially  the  College 
Girls  to  make  this  their  store; 
and  realizing  that  you  know 
what  is  just  right,  we  shall  now 
have  in  stock  only  the  best, 
and  at  attractive  prices. 


THE  PALAIS  ROYAL 

1013  and  1015  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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I  Brown-Morrison  Co.  1 
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a  Incorporated                                           2 
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%         Printers  -  Binders  -  Engravers  i 
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PHONE  2-1-8-4 


718  Main  St.  Lynchburg,  Va. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 

g                                       Established  1890  * 

g  The  Lynchburg  Trust  &  Savings  Bank  £ 

|                       Resources:  $3,500,000.00  | 

|                              "The  Bank  that  Pays   4%"  S 

S                       D.  A.  PAYNE President  2 

R.  T.  WATTS,  JR Vice-President  «£ 

K                       J.  R.  GILLIAM,  JR.    .     .     Sec'y  and  Treasurer  H 

j^                        W.  P.  SHELTON,      Ass't  Sec'y  and  Treasurer  2 

v — Sc 

|  Footwear  of  Distinction  | 

£                      =  & 

X                      Our  models  this  year  are  exclusive  » 
g                      in  every  detail.     The  heels,  shapes, 

a»                      and    materials    are   the    newest   in  „1 

9?                      design.  «« 

;|?                       ALWAYS  A  PLEASURE  TO  SERVE  YOU  °£ 

|         G.  A.  COLEMAN  COMPANY 

Jf  910  Main  Street                     "Foot  Costumers"  f 

jj- , ^ 

H  * 

I  c^lrt  Department  I 

jjj                                    (IN  OUR  BASEMENT)  jjj 

%  '» 

SS  Si 

J                 We  invite  you  to  visit  this  Department  8 

*  where  you  will  enjoy  seeing  a  fine  col-  st 
S                lection  of  Pictures.     We  do  picture  £ 

J                 framing  as  you  want  it  done.  |g 

*  « 
I                      GIFT  SHOP   (3d  Floor)  £ 

H  HERE  YOU  WILL    BE    DELIGHTED  WITH  SCORES  OF  X 

£  ROOM  FIXINGS  AND  ARTICLES  SUITABLE  FOR  GIFTS  £ 

%  M 

c^CZ^Cca^e^y^&a  inc.  | 

$                        The  Best  Place  to  Shop  After  All  £ 

*'  St 
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I-S-I-S 


THEATRE 

REPUTATION— The  reputa- 
tion of  the  brightest  stars,  of  the 
greatest  directors  of  the  mos' 
skillful  dramatists  and  of  the  larg" 
e8t  motion  picture  organizations! 
is  vested  in  and  richly  expressed 
by  Paramount  Pictures.  That 
name  has  naturally  come  to  mean 
the  best  of  motion  picture  enter- 


Your  Christinas 

PORTRAITS 

Of  course  you  will  have  your 
picture  taken  this  year.  Fix  your 
personality,  your  likeness  while 
you  may.  Later,  a  hundred  and 
one  things  may  interfere  if  you 
put  it  off. 

YOURSELF  —  "just  as  you 
are"— speaking  from  the  portrait. 
What  better  gift;  what  better 
time?  Even  today  is  not  too 
early  to  arrange  for  a  sitting. 

Think  of  the  economy  of  12 
PORTRAITS.  THE  GIFT 
YOUR  FRIENDS  CAN'T  BUY. 

The  Bell  Studio 

o7Wakers  of  Quality 
Portraits 

816  Main  Street 
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DR 


.  D.  R.  PHELPS 

Dentist 

1016%  Church  Street 
Lynchburg,  Va. 


9-12  a 


Office  Hours: 
and  2-5  p 

Phone  1779 


g  Snyder  &  Berman,  Inc. 

The 

Popular  Price  Store 

914  MAIN  ST. 


READY-TO-WEAR 
cTWILLINERY 
DRY    GOODS 
SHOES,   ETC. 

You  are  Welcome  at  all  Times  to  Come 
in  and  Look  Around  Even  if  You  Do 
Not  Buy. 


THINGS 
ELECTRIC 

WE  HAVE  ANTICIPATED 
YOUR  NEEDS 

A  Full  Line  of 

Appliances 


Phones  1532-1533 

T.  J.  Burns  &  Son 

710  Main  Street 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 
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The  Study  of  Expressive  Dress 

1I7H I LE  you  may  not  find  it  in  the  curriculum, 
the  study  of  how  to  select  garments  that  in- 
terpret effectively  your  own  personality  is  one  of 
the  most  important  things  to  learn. 

When  you  have  discovered  what  House  of 
Youth  Suits,  Wraps  and  Dresses  can  do  toward 
helping  you  producethe  impression  of  grace,  poise 
and  attractiveness  you  will  be  a  post-graduate  in 
the  art  of  Successful  Dressing. 


In  our  new  fashion 
magazine — "Sucess 
in  Dress" — you  will 
find  many  helpful 
suggestions.  The 
House  of  Youth 
shop  in  your  vicini- 
ty has  a  copy  foryou 
Or   write   us  direct 


The  House  of  Youth 

38  E.  29th  St.,  New  York 
J  Avenue  De  V  Opera,  Paris 


A  smart  shop  near 
you  is  now  featur- 
ing House  of  Youth 
Styles  for  Spring.  If 
you  do  not  find  it 
easily,  write  us. 
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The 

Peoples  National 
Bank 

OF  LYNCHBURG,  VA. 

GAPITAL  AND  SURPLUS 

$1,000,000.00 


WATCH  FOR  OUR  IMPRINT 
IN  THE 

Publications  of  the  Leading 

Schools  and  Colleges 

of  the  South 

J.  P.  Bell  Co. 

Incorporated 

College  Publications,  An- 
nuals, Catalogues  and 
Monthly  Magazines 
LYNCHBURG,  VA. 


Dance  Programs  and 
Invitations 


CORRECT 
COLLEGE 
STYLES 


SHOES 
HOSIERY 

Isbell-Bowman  Company 
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